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To his honoured Friend and Patron, 


Sir William Backhouſe, 


BARONET. 


SIR, 


Here preſent, or rather pay, what I have 
often promiſed you, and what you have 
a right to; The Pozms of HORACE 
in the Engliſh Tongue : To the Tran- 
lation whereof my pleaſant retirement 
and conveniencies at your delightſome Habitation, 
have liberally contributed. 

And now according to the Cuſtom of my Prede- 
celſors, having ſpoiled ſome Paper with writing 4 

ad Book, I am to waſte more in a worſe Preface, . 
leſt I Juffer ander the 1mputation of being a Here- 
tick iz Book-writing. 

However, [ will be ſo kind to you and my ſelf, as 
pom ſo much Time and Paper as might be employ- 
ed in celebrating your Greatneſs, Virtues, and gene- 
rons Inclizations towards me, being Themes for 4 
higher Pen than I dare pretend to, and only tell you 
how you came to be diſturbed with theſe anderta- 
kings, 
A 3 "Is 


The EPISTLE 


"Twas not becauſe I underſtand this Author bet- 
fer than others do, nor becauſe 1 thought I did. 
But the ſame temptation which induced our Gran- 
dame Eve to eat Fruit, prevail'd with me to read 
Horace 3 meerly becauſe forbidden. 

But the frequest Quotation of him by all ſorts of 
Ingenious wer,. ard the Hault-goult which the wit 
and trath of his excellent ſayings gave,. made me 
Janguiſh t:1! I bad broken through all the difficulties 
which my Imbecillity contended with, and thrown 
my ſelf on this audacious adventure. 

n the proſecution whereof I never bluſh'd to ask 
the advice, or take the afliltance of any Perſon 
whom TI thonght able to contribute erther, And 
' among the reſt, of that indefatigable and eminently 
learned Perjon with whonr, by your indulg :nce and 
his own condefcenſion, I had the honour and hap- 
pinejs to grow acquainted, whom I found jo skill d 
in all the difficulties of this Pocr, that he was to 
me more than all the Voluminous Commentators. 

Sir, For my ſpecdier diſpatch and your advantage, 
1 made bold to take in all juch parts of HORACE, 
& have been Engliſhed by the Lord Ambaſllador 
Fanſhaw ; and what were omitted by him, I ſup- 
plied with ſuch as have been done by Sir Thomas 
Hawkins, or Dy. Holiday, or both , for they are 
both the ſame; and whether of the two is the Au- 
thor, remains to me undiſcovered : What were not 
touched by theſe, I eathered ont of My. Cowleys, 
and other Printed Books, and ſuch as were not 
Trantlated by others, my ſclf and ſeveral Eriends 
of mine at my requeſt have attempted : De Arte 
Poe- 


i. 


DEDICATORY. 


Poetica being long ſince Engliſhed by that great May 
=_ thereof B. Johnſon, I have borrowed to crown 
the reſt, 

Shs you will eaſily find, that as this Book con- 
fiſts of ſeveral mens endeavours, ſo thoſe ſeveral men 
went ſeveral ways; but all ſtxdied to ſhun a nice Pe- 
dantical Tranſlation, which Horace could not abide. 
By reading all which, you are certain of two Plea- 
ſures, Liberty of Cenſuring, and Variety of 
Matter. | 

And I have this felicity , that if any diſlike 
what is done, it will not be ſafe for them to 
traduce it publickly, leſt they ſhould reproach ſome 
of the Undertakers to their faces ; for we are 
conſiderable for number and quality, conſiſting of 
many Perſons; and thoſe either Right Honoura- 
ble, Right Worlhipful, Reverend ; or ( which 
is as good) Well-beloved ; and if I for my part 
have herein played the Fool, tis in very eood Com- 


any. 
Such as it is ] expoſe it to publick peruſal, with 
this becoming Conhidence, that the excellence of the 
Author wil make amends for the imperfe@ions of 
the Tranſlators ; and having this in my proſpe@, 
that HORACE may chance to find as good fortune, 
45 bis dear Friend VIRGIL had, who being plun- 
dered of all his Ornaments by the old Tranſlatonrs, 
was reſtored to others with double luſtre by thoſe 
Standard-bearers of Wit and Judement, Denham 
and Waller. To which end I humbly commend this” 
rude Ellay, to thoje Perſons whoſe Learning, Wit, 
and Leiſure ſtall enable to do him ſuch right as he 
A 4 de- 


| The EPISTLE 
deſerves. And for a preſident, ] defire them to cont- 


- 


pare theſe Lines of Phaer, 


This end had Priam's deſtinies, all this chance him 


Fortune ſent, 


When he the Fire in Troy had ſeen, his Walls and 


Caſtles rent, 
That ſometimes over People proud, and Lands 
had reign'd with fame 


Of Aſa, Emperour great, now ſhort on ſhore he | 


| ies with ſhame, 
His Head beſides his Shoulders laid, his Corps no 


more of name. 
with this done by Sir John Denham, 


Then fell the King who yet ſurviv'd the State, 
With fuch a ſignal and peculiar fate, 

Tnder fo vaſt a Ruine, not a Grave, 

Nor in ſuch flames a Funeral Fire to have: 

He whom ſuch Titles {\well'd, fuch power made 
__ Proud, 

To whom the Scepters of all Afa bow'd ; 

On the cold Farth lies the neglected King, 


-=A Headleſs Carcaſe, and a nameleſsthing. 


By which they may perceive how highly Tranſlations 
may be improved. And if any Gentlemen will -be 
fo induſtrious and kind, as to amend, or but to find 
ont the fault, in this Eſſay ( which may eaſily be 
done) or furniſh the Statioxer with any better againſs 
the next Ipreſſuon, they will be ſo far from diſobli- 
ging 
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DEDICATORY. 
ging me, that I invite them to it, conceiving it 4 
work by which they may gratifie and oblige Polteri- 
ty : And ſhould rejoyce to ſee theje rude and imper- 
fe Dranghts, like the Athenian Ship ſo often and 
throughly amended, that there ſhall not angld Plank 
remain therein : That ſo wy - Poems which were ſo 
acceptable to Auguſtus in their native drels, might 
be ſo _— in our Language, that they may be 
lookid on by 4 more indulgent and greater Prince 
than he was. 

. Perhaps it may be expeF@ed that TI ſhould have em- 
belliſhed ( as they call it ) this Addreſs with 
Witty Paſlages and Rhetorical Flowers ; but in- 
deed Sit, they are grown quite out of faſhion, and [ 
am heartily glad that thereby I am freed from a tack 
which 1 was ſo unfit for. 

And now Sir, having tired you with this Narra- 
tive, to make you amends, I will make no Addreſs 
to the Gentle Reader ; only I declare to hint and 

! all the World, that T profeſs my ſelf, and am what 

* your Goodneſs has made me, 


Honoured Mecznas, 
Your very nmch obliged Servant, 


Alex. Brome. 


THE 
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THE LIFE OF 


HORACE. 


Uintws Horativs Flaccus, was born at Ve- 
Q ruſtum, tormerly one of the beſt Cities in 
Italy, now called Venoſo; of mean Pa- 
rentage; his Father was one whom the Romans 
called Libertinas, viz. The Son of a Slave who had 
been made Free; and by Profeſſion he was a Preco, 
or a CoaFor, whole Imployment was to gather in 
Debts for Oſurers. Of his Mother we find no 
mention 3 only *tis agreed by all the Dutch Com- 
mentators that he had one. He was born two 
years before Catiline's Conſpiracy, viz. The 6th 
of the Ides of December z Cotta and Torquatus be- 
ing Conſuls. His Education was at Rowe, where 
his Father finding him very pregnant, kept him 
at School under Orbilizs, a whipping School- Maſter; 
his Father alſo, being a very prudent man, had a 


ſevere and watchful eye over him, and inſtructed 


him in Virtue. Having attained to a good mea- 
ſure of Grammar-lcarning at Rome, he was ſent 
to Athens ( then the moſt famons Univerſity inthe 
World ) and there ſtudied Philoſophyz in which, 


" if he adhered to any Sect, it was to the Epicure- | 


ans. At firit he was no great Zealot in Religion, 
but rather jeercd than adored any of the Heather 
Gods; 
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The Life of Horace. 
* Gods; of which nevertheleſs he afterwards re- 
> pented and made an Ode, profeſſedly to teſtifie 
* his Recantation. In the Civil War betwixt Au- 
euſius and Brutus and Caſſms, he being the fami- 
liar Friend of Brutus, touk his part in the Battel 
at Philippi z in which he was a Tribune, which is 
equivalent to a Colonel here : But whether he 
fought or not, does not appear z only by his be- 
ing ſo great a Commander and fo ingenious a Per- 
ſon, 'tis probable that the M»ſes might inſpire 
him with Wit enough to keep himſelt out of dar- 
ger : Some have traduced him for running away, 
which if true is excuſable ; for Valour and Wit are 
two Spirits which poſleſs only ſome men, and that 
but at ſore times : So that the ſame Commanders 
who have proved Cumards in a juſt and honourable 
War, havegfterwards in a Tavern dared to chal- 
© lenge (ſuch as call'd them ſo; and by the Law, a 


' 


| Souldier is no more bound to fight when he is 


out, of his Humour, than an Orator to ſpeak 

, when he is out of his Wits : Nor is it prudent for 
* a man of Wit and Learning, to have his Brains 
* beaten out by one that has none. Auguſtus ha- 

| - ving won the Battel, it appeared that Horace had 
| © taken the wrong ſide, for which his great friend 
Mecenas, a very rich Nobleman of Rome, and in 

4 great eſteem with Agxſi#s, obtained a Pardon : 
> + And Auguſins, like a good-natured Prince, not 
| | only pardoned, but rewarded him for being againſt 
- © him, and (if it had then binin faſhion there) 
1, Would have Knighted him. Now being become 
4» A Conrtier, and not old or bold enough to beeg z 
$1 and 
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and Arenſius, ſo newly after a War, not rich 
enough to give; he (like others of his Order ) 
wabted Money, and that put him upon makin 

Verſes, wich he performed to admiration, a. 
was the firſt that introduced the Lyrick Poems 
among the Romans : By which z»gennity and ſweet- 
neſs ot Converſation, he grew ſo much in fawoar 
with Mecangs, that he by his good will, would 
never have him out of his Company; and to en- 
courage him in his Studies, and enable him to live 
without Cares, beſtowed on him a competent 
Eſtate among the Sabines, where he had a Conntry- 
Hoxſe, to which he often retired, from the noiſe 
and buſtle of Rome, to write and contemplate, and 


mm: which he took great delight and recreation. | 


By Mecenas he was preferr'd to a familiar ac- 


quaintance with Axgnſins, who offer d to make | 


him his Secretary of State : But Horace ( like 0- 
ther great Wits) hated Buſineſs. Angaſtzs allo 
' conſidering what immortality Poets conter on 
Prices and other great men, wrote a Letter him- 


felf, inviting him to come and live with him as * 
his Companion, And having read ſome of the $4- | 


trs, and found not himſelf concerx'd or his name 
mentioned therein, he complain'd of it, and asked 
hint, Whether he thought it wonld be a diſparagement 
to him: to have it recorded to poſterity, that Horace 
was a familiar friend to Auguitus? As to his Sta- 


tare, he was ſhort and very fat, blear-ey'd, gray-\ 
headed in his youth, and bald in the forehead. 
And for his morals, he was a very good man, pi-; 


ous and grateful to his Father, whom being pore 
ol 
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old. and poor, he relieved and kept him at: his 
? Country-Houſe: Much a Gentleman in his-nature 
2 anddemeanour; very merry and facetions in coms 
pany, ſoon angry and ſoon pleafed: As to his 
Diet,, he was that which we by a grand miſtake 
call an Epicure, for he loved and underſtood how 
to eat and drink well z and though he was very 
temperate and frugal generally, yet at a. Treaty if 
he lik'd his Company, he would give nature'a 
looſe, and come upto Ohel He had that good- 
patured Vice ( it it be one) which conſtancly..ad- 
heres to great Wizs, and is much indulged oy hight 
Imagination: an inclination to Women, which 
is the lefs to be condemned for,. becauſe he was 2 
& Batchelour, and in his time and Country it was not 
" Þ eſteemed a Crime. He was well acquainted with, 
and highly valued by, all the eminent Wits, and 
1 perſ&ns of Quality in his time. By frequent 
Company-keeping , and (tri& Obſervation, he in- 
formed himſelt of all the Vices and Humonrs of 
Rome, which he reproved and chaſtiſed in a way 
ag © Of Raillery , whereby men were jeer'd out of 
,. | their ill Manners, and not offended : So conſider- 
_. 7 able was he for his Parts, and fo eminent for his 
Writings, that he deſervedly won the applaulſes 
-t 4 of divers of the greateſt Scholars in their Times, 
\ce $28 Tibullus, Virgil , Ovid, Petronius , Perſjus, 
44. | Wintilian, Alex, Severus, St. Auguſtine, Scaliger, 
ay. and Biſhop Jewel, who have all written in his 
A ; Commendation, and are known to be neither Fools 
" 4... nor Flatterers, How long he lived, is not agre- 


ny ed on; ſome ſay Fifty, ſome Fifty five, ſome Fif- 


old ty 
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ty nine, others Seventy years : But when he fi. 
niſh'd his ſecond Book of- Epiſtles, he was Forty 
four years old. And he died ſoon after Mecenas, 
namely ( as the belt Authors report) 5 Kal. 
Decem. Cenſorinus and Gallus being Conſuls, 
which was Five Years before the Birth of Chriſt, 
having made Avgnſtns his Heir, tro whom he left 
his Library, which was a good one; anda Years 
Proviſion, which he always defigned to keep 
before-hand : and being a great contemner of 
Wealth, and a derider of Covetous men, he ne- 
ver aim'd at more. Being dead he was buried 
next to Mecenas himſelf, in the Efquilie 3 an ho- 
our which good' Poets deſerve, and which great 
Princes have in all times taken care to confer up- 
on them. 


| ſame Riſque of cenſure with their Predeceſſors : in- 


TO THE 


READER 


O take away all exception againſithis third 
Edition, 'twas thought zeceſſary, by a friend 

to the dead Collefor of theſe Tranſlations, to let 
thee know that there is nothing either added to, or 
taken from the Former, more, or leſs than ( if be 
had liv'd )- himſelf intended, as may appear by his 
Epiſtle Dedicatory ; where he invites new Adven- 
turers, and conceives it a Work by which they 
might gratifie and oblige Poſterity : I order to 
that his Deſi, Mr. Brome left behind him ſeveral 
Copies, to be put in the place of many there Printed; 


from his deſires, and example, encouragement was | 


taken to fljtatn others, in the room of ſome for- 
mer Verſions throughout the whole Book: And 'tis 
hoped that the ſame Modeſty, which oblig'd the Au- 
thors of them to conceal their Names then, will alſo 
now hinder them from thinking themſelves agriev'd : 
As for them that have uſurpt their Odes, they have 
this to Jay for themſelves, that having a tolerable 
Opinion of their own performances ( as all Poets 
have ) they judg'd it reaſonable, that they 4 
ſhould have their turn in the Preſs ; and run 


tend- 


A ut 


To the Reader. 


tending by this Experiment , to inform themſelves 
bow the World ſtands affeFed toward their Muſes : 

favourably, ten to one but you hear of them again; 
yf otherwiſe they they ſhalt have Wit enough 
hereafter to forbear Rhyming, aud keep ſafe on the 
Shore, rather than run the hazard of a ſecond Ship- 
wrack, Now ſhould it after all this ſo happen, that 
Offence be taken where none is intended, The Stati- 
oner ſays he ſhould be very ſorry, but could not tell 
bow to help it : And is contented ( if his Cuſtomers 
will have it ſo ) that the Barber's Baſin be vo longer 


@ Barber's Baſin, b«t the Helmet -of the doughty 
Mambrino. 


I 
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9 Op# I. By Sir R. Fanſhaw. 


To MA CENAS. 
| That ſeveral Men affe@ ſeveral Things : That himſelf 
* is delighted withthe Study of Lyrick Verſes, 
2 
ACE NAS, Thuſcan Kings deſcent; 
M My Bulwark and ſweet Ornament, 
There are that lovetheir Charets ſpoke @ 
| With rais'd Olympick duſt ſhould ſmoak ; 
And with hot Wheels the Goal cloſe ſhaven, 
Lv. * And noble Palm, lifts Men to Heaven. 
* One, if the fickle Peoples blaſt 
i Redoubled Honours on him caſt : 
? Another that delights to tear 
With Plough the Fields his Fathers were; 
— If inhis private Barns He ſtore 
| Whatever fruitful Africk bore z 
| The wealth of Creſ#s cannot gain 
: With trembling Keel to plough the Main. 
B Frighted 
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Frighted with rough Icariar Seas, 
The Merchant praiſes Home and Eaſe : 
But His bruis'd Veſſel repairs ſtraight, 
Impatient of a mean Eſtate. 

There 1s that neither ſcorns to taſte 
Old Majjeque, nor halt-days to walte 
Under a ſhady Poplar ſpread, 

Or at a Bubling Fountains Head. 
Some Drums and Trumpets love; and War 
Which Mothers doas much abhor. 

The Huntſman in the cold doth rome, 
Forgetting his poor Wife at Home, 

Whether his Houndsa Stag have rowz'd, 

Or Marſian Bqad his Nets have.towz'd. 

Me Ivy (Meed of learned Heads ) 

Ranks with the Gods : Me chill Groves, Treads 
Of Satyrs with looſe Nymphs, have ſhow'd 

A way out of the common Road 3 | 
Whilſt kind Ezterpe wets my Flute, 
Whilſt Polyhymne ſtrings my Lute 3 
Then write Mein the Lyrick Role, 

' Mylofty Head ſhall knock the Pole. 


A Paraphraſe upon the ſame Ode, by S, W. Eſq; 
To MECENAS. | 


FECE NAS, ſprung from Royal Blood, 
My greateſt Patroz, juſt and good ! | 
Thereare, who in th' Olympick Games F 
Raiſe the light duſt, but more their names THT | 
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When the fleet Race, and noble Prize, 
E're Death, the V:&or deifies. 

Some in applauſe, that empty air, 
Place both their honour, and their care ; 
While others with a different mind 
Would chooſe more ſolid wealth to find, 
And rich in what the Earth does yield, 
To the whole Sea prefers one Field; 
The Sea'l not tempt them, or its ſtore, 
No not the World, to leave the Shore. 

The Merchant when he ſces the Skies 
Cover'd with Storms, and Tempeſis riſe, 
Thinks none ſo happy live, or well, 
As thoſe that on the Main-land dwell; 
He praiſes what he (lights at Home: 
Is | But when from a bad Voyage come, 
' Above the Earth he loves the Main, 
| And longs to be at Sea again. 
The Fuddlecap, whole God's the Vine, 

Lacks not the Sx if he have Wine ; 

By th' Sun he only finds a way 

To ſome cool Spring, to ſpend the Day. 
} Shrill Flutes and Trumpet Soldiers love, 
© And ſcorn thoſe tears that Women move. 
* The Huniſmen, in the open Plains 
> Regardleſs of the Air xemains; 

| A Deer makes him forget his Wife, 

' And a fierce Boar deſpiſe his life, 

, But me the learned Laxrel give, 
; That Gods themſelves by Poets live. 
| Give me a Grove, whole gloomy ſhade 
hen For Nymphs and rigking awns was made, 

Where 


| 
A 
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Where from the Valgar hid, Ile be, 
The Myſes waiting all on me 3 
Here one my Harp and Le ſhall ſtring, 
Another there ſhall ſtand and ſing. 
This one thing great Mzcexas do, 
Inrol mein the Lyrick Count 
A Lyrick Poet, and Tle mount 
Above the Skies, almoſt as high as you. 


_ 


OD E II, BySir R. F. 


To AUGUSTUS CASAR. 


That all the Gods are angry with the Romans for the 
killing of Julius Czſar : That the only hope of the” 
Empire is placed in Auguſtus. 


Nough of Hail and cruel Snow 


Hath Jove now ſhowr'd on us below -| 
Enough with thundring Steeples down k 
Frighted the Town. , 


Frighted the World, leſt Pyrrha's Raign 
Which of new Monſters did complain, 
Should come again, when Proteus Flocks 

Did climb the Rocks: 
And Fiſhin tops of Elm-Trees hung, 
Where Birds once built their Neſts, and ſung, 
And the all-covering Sea did bear 

The trembling Deer. 
We, Yellow Tyber did behold | | 
Back from the Tyrrhene Ocean rowl'd, ' 
Againſt” 


4 


Againſt the Fane of Veſta's Power, 
And Numa's Tower ; 
Whilſt the Uxorious River ſwears 
He'l be reveng'd for 1's Tears ; 
And over both his Banks doth rove 
. Unbid of Fore. 
Our Children through our taults but few, 
Shall hear that we their Fathers (Jew 
Our Countrymen: Who mightas well 
wee” The Perſians quell. 
What God ſhall we invoke to (tay 
The falling Empire? with what Lay 
Shall holy Nun tire Veſta's Pray'r- 
Reſiſting Ear ? 
"the To whom will ove the charge commend 
'the” Of Purging us? at length deſcend 
Prophetick Phebus, whoſe white Neck. 
L A Cloud doth deck. 
Or Verns in whoſe ſmiling Rays 
; Youth witha thouſand Cxpid's plays: 
| Or Mars, if thou at length canſt pity 
f Thy long-plagu'd City. 
Alas, we long have ſported thee, 
To whom 'tis ſport bright Casks to ſee, 
Ard grim Aſpectsof Mooriſh Foot 
W With Blood and Soot ; 
Or winged Hermes, if 'eis you 
| Whom in Argsſtus torm we view, 
-» With this revenging th' other Flood 
Of Julius Blood 5 
Return to Heaven late we pray, 
; Andlong with us the Romans (tay ; 
ainſt * B 3 Nox 
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Nor let diſdain of that Offence 
Snatch thee from hence. 
Love here Vitorious Triumphs rather 3 
Love here the Name of Prince and Father: 
Nor let the Medes unpuniſht ride, 
Thou being our Guide. 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, by S.W. 
To AUGDVSTUS. 


Torms long enough at length have blown ! 

& Jove Hail, Fire, has darted down, 

Has his own Temples overthrown, 
And threatned all the Town; 

Threatned the World, which now did fear 

Another Delzge to be near; Pl 

When Protens all his Herds did drive | 
Upon the Hillsto live. | 

When higheſt Trees with F7f were fill'd, 

Thoſe Trees where Birds were wont to build ? 

And Stags that could the Wind out-flye | 
Muſt take the Sea, or die. | 

We Tyber ſaw, when Seas withſtood 

His ſtreams, and checkt with Seas his flood, 

More heady, and unruly grown, 

| Not waſh, but bear all down ; 

And ſwelling at his 1/;as wron 

No more his Banks did glide along, 

But choſe new Channels and a Sea, 

af Tobe reveng'd would be. 

How 
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How our own Swords thoſe wounds did make 
Which might have made the Perſian quake, 
Theſe Civrl Wars, next Age ſhall tell, 
And fear what us betel,; 
When th' Empire thus begins to fall, 
On what God ſhall poor Romans call ? 
In vain we hope our God will hear, 
- WhenVPeſiz ſtops her ear, 
To whom will Jovc Commiſſion give 
To purge us, or our Plagues reprieve ? 
Deſcend Apolls cloth'd with light, 
Thy beams muſt make us bright, 
Or elſe thou faireſt veer of Love, 
More needed here than thou art above, 
About whoſe Neck the Graces flye, 
And languiſh in thineeye: 
Or Mars, if he hath any pity 
For his diſpis'd and run City ; 
Though Mars has been ſolong at Rome, 
We need not wiſh he'd come, 
Or you bright Hermes, proud to be 
Auguſtus, more than Mercury; | 
Since 1n that ſhape you chooſe to breath, 
And expiate Ce/ars death, 
Let it be long ere you return 
To Heav'n, 1n love you Romans burn 
For their old Crimes, defire your ſtay, 
Never to go away. 
Do you their Lives and Wars command, 
The Prince and Father of your Land, 
Nor let our Enemies o're us ride, 
While Ceſar 1s our Guide; 
B 4 ODE 
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OD E III. BySir R. F. 


He prays a proſperous Voyage to Virgil, Embarqued 
for Athens: And takes occaſion from thence to in- 
zeigh againſt the boldneſs of Man. 


Hip, that to us ſweet Virgil ow'ſt 
x) ( Withthee intrulted ) ſafe 
Convey him to the Attick Coaſt z 
And fave my better halt : 
So Helene's Brothers ( \tellifh'd ) 
And Venxs guide thy Sails : 
And the Wind's Father, having ti'd 
All up, but Vernal Gales. 
Of Oak a Boſom had that man, 
And trebble-ſheath'd with Braſs, 
Who firſt the horrid Ocean "oe, 
With brittle Barque did pals ; 
Nor fear'd the hollow Storms, that roar; 
The Hyades, that weep 
Nor the South-wind, which Lords it or'e 
The Acriatick Deep. 
What face of Death could him diſmay, 
That ſaw the Monſters fell ; 
And wracking Rocks, and ſwelling Sea, 
With Eyes that did not {well ? | 
In vain the Providence of God 
The Earth and Sea did part, 
If yet the watry Paths are trod 
By a forbidden Art, 
But Men (that will have all, or none ) 
* Still things forbid defire ; : 


Tapetus 


] 
| 
4 
| 
| 


Tapetus bold Son ſtole down 
The Elemental Fire , 
2d F Whence Leanneſs over-ſpread the World, 
= And Fevers ( a new Race) 
Which creeping Death on Mortals hutl'd ; 
And bad him mend his pace. 
Dedale the empty Air did cut 
With Wings not giv'n to mens 
And Hercules the Gates unſhut 
Of Pluto's diſmal Den. 
Nothing is hard to ſinful Man: 
At Heay'n it (elf we fly; 
Nor ſuffer Jove (do what he can ) 
Tolay tis Thunder by, 


— 


© Þ 


' : OD E IV. BySirR. F. 
To L. SEXTIUS a Conſular Mar. 


[prof the arrival of the Spring; and the common © 

| condition of Death, as inducements to Pleaſures. 

F ( ſtern Gales, 

*O Harp Winter's thaw'd with Spring and We- 

H And Ships drawn up the Engine halcs : 

The Clown the Fire, the Beaſts their Stalls forgo : 
The Fields have caſt their Coats of Snow. 

Fair Venus now by Moon-ſhine leads a Dance, 
The Graces after comely prance. 

With them the Nymphs the Earth alternate beat, 

+ Whillt Yzlcan at his Forge doth ſweat. 

| Now 

| 
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Now ſhould we be with laſting Myrtle Crown'd, 
Or Flowers late Pris'ners in the Ground. 
Now ſhould we ſacrifice a Lambkins Blood 
To Farnus in a ſacred Wood. 
Death knocks as boldly at the Rich-man's door, 
As at the Cottage of the Poor, 
Rich Sextins: and the ſhortneſs of our days 
Fits not with long and rugged ways. 
Swift Night will intercept thee,and the Sprights, 
They chat ſo of in Winter Nights, 
And Plato's haunted Inn, Thou canſt not there 
* Call for the Muſick and good Cheer : 
Nor in ſoft Chloris gaze away thy fight, 
Her Sexes Envy, Our delight. 


ik |" WH 
O DE V. BySirR. F. | 
* / 
To PYRRHA. | | 
F 
That thoſe Mcn are miſerable who are intangled in) 
her Love: That be js eſcaped out of it as from!” | 
Shipwrack by Swimming. . 
Hat Stripling now thee diſcompoſes, ] 
In Woodbine Rooms, on Beds of Roſes, - 
For whom thy Aburn hair E 


Is ſpread, unpainted fair ? 
How will he one day curſe thy Oaths, 
And Heav'n that witneſs'd your Betroaths ! 
How will the poor Cuckold, ; 
That deems thee perfect Gold, , | V 
cate 
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$ Bearing no ſtamp but his, be maz'd, 
To ſee aſudden Tempeſt rais'd ! 
| He dreams not of the Winds, 
And thinks all Gold that ſhines. 
$ For me my Votive Table ſhowes 
That I have hung up my wet Clothes 
Upon the Temple Wall 
Of Seas great Admiral. 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, by Dr. C, 


I. 
O whom now Pyrrha art thou kind ? 
To what Heart-raviſht Lover 
Doſt thou thy golden Locks unbind, 
Thy hidden ſweets diſcover ; 
And with large bounty open ſet 
- All the bright ſtores of thy rich Cabinet ? 
b | 


Z+ 
 Ahſimple Youth, how oft will he 
in} Of thy chang faith complain? 
om And his own fortunes find to be 
. Soairy and ſo vain, 
': Ot fo Cameleor-like an hew, 
l That ſtill their colour changes with it too, 
LES, + . 
How oft alas, will he admire 
' The blackneſsof the Skies ? 
Trembligg to hedr the Winds ſound higher, 
And ſee the Billows riſe, 
; Poor unexperienc'd he, 
| Who ne're before alas, had been at Sca ! 
car | 


# 
% 


He 
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| " OR in 
He enjoys thy calmy Sun-ſhine now, 
And no treath ſtirring hears; 
In the clear heaven of thy Brow, 
No ſmalleſt Cloud appears; 
He ſees theegentle, fir, and gay 
And truſts the faithleſs April of thy ; "ih 


Ze 
Unhappy! thrice unhappy he, 
T' whom thou untried doſt ſhine, 
But there's no danger now for me, 
Since o're Lorettoes ſhrine, 
In witneſs of the Shipwrack paſt. 
My conſecrated Veſlcl hangs at laſt. 


ODE VI. ByC.C. Eſq; 
To AGRIPPA. 


Argument. 


Though Varius in Heyoick ſtile 
Agrippa's Martial A@s compile ; 7 
Yet Horace his low-pitched Muſe 

Moſt humble Subjed beſt purſues, 


| oe in living Annals may 
Tothe admiring Univerſe 


Voice out in high Mzeonian Verſe 
Thy courage and thy conqueſts won, 
And what thy Troops by Land and Sea, 
Have through thy noble condudt done. | 
Our 


PI 4 2 


BB. 
1 


Our Muſe, Agrippa, that does fly 
An humbler pitch, attempts not theſe, 
T' expreſs Pelides rage 3 nor fly 
Ulyſſes tedious Voyages: 
To dips her Plume inthoſe red Tides 
Flow from the bloody Parricides 
Of Pelops cruel Family : 
Wenothing to ſuch heights pretend, 
Smce Modeſty, 
And our weak Muſe, who does aſpire 
No further than the jolly Lyxe, 
Forbids that we 
Should in our vain attemps offend, 
And darken with our humble Layes 
Thine, and great Ceſars God-like praiſe. 
Who to his worth can Mars diſplay 
When clad in Arms, whoſe dreadful ray, 
Puts out the day > * 
Or brave Meriones ſet forth, 
When ſoyl'd in Trojar duſt, or raiſe 
Fit Trophies to Tydides worth, 
Who to th' immortal Gods was made 
A Rival by Mzzerva's aid ? 


| Weling of Feaſting, and Delights, 


* Stout Drinking, and the harmleſs Fights 


Ot hot young Men and bluſhing Maids, 
Who when the Foe invades 

Make a faint ſhow 

To guard whatthey 're content ſhould go. 


| Theſe are the SubjeCts of our Song 
: In Nights that elſe would ſeemtoo long, 


Did we not wiſely prove 
The ſweets of Jollity and Love. ODE 
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ODE VII. BySirT. H. 


To MUNATIUS PLANCUS, + 


Some praiſe one City, ſome another ; but Horace pre«. 
ferreth Tybur before all, where Plancus was born; 
whom he exhorteth to waſh Care away with Win 


Ome Rhodes,ſome Myt lexe, Epheſus doth pleaſe, 
Or Walls of Corinth with its two-fold Seas : 
Some Thebeg, ſome Deliex De/phos worth defend, 
Other Theſſalian Tempe's Air commend, 
There are, who make their ſole and fix'd Deſign, 
To mention Pal/as City in each line, 
And rather ſtrive her Olive branch to grace, 
Than any pull'd off from another place : 
Yea ſome to honour Juno loud proclaim 
Horſe-rating Argos, and Mjycengs fame. 
Me, not the patient Sparta's pompous fights, 
Not fat Lariſſa field ſo much delights, 
As do Albunea's Eccho-giving Groves, 
And Azien's headlong Stream that by it roves ; | 
Or than Tibwrnus woods, and Orchard-grounds, Þ® \ 
Moiſtned with gliding Brook which it arrounds, k 
As the South-wind, the Heav'ns fromdark Clouds '* \ 
And dothnot generate perpetual ſhowers; (ſcours, 
So ( Plancus ) with good Wine, be it thy ſtrife, | \ 
To waſh down ſadneſs, and the toils of lite : ; 
Whether thou tothy glittering Tents art ty'd, | 1 
Or doſt in Tyber's ſhady Bowers abide. b- 
When Texcer fled, Father, and Salamire, 2 
He, (itis ſaid ) his Temples dew'd with Wine; F | 
| 23a 
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And browsencircled with a Poplar wreath, 
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Did'mong(t his penſive friends theſe accents breath: 
What way Fortune ( more kind than Sires ) ſhall 
We,Friends,and dear Companions,will go. ({how, 
Texcer, your Guide, Teucer Encourager, 

Deſpair not any thing, admit no fear: 

For we ſhall raiſc a ad Salamine, 


| (Says wiſe Apollo ) in another Clime : 
' Brave Spirits, who with me have ſuffer'd ſorrow, 


Drink Cares away z wee ſet up fails to marrow. 


ODE VIII. By Sir R. F. 
To LYDIA. 


| He notes obſcurely a certain Young Man, whom he 


calls Sybaris, as undone with Love, and melted 
with Pleaſures. 


Taia, in Heavens Name, 
Why melts young Sybaris in thy Flame ? 


* Why doth he bed-rid ie 


, 44 
ds \* 
rs, 
» 


ind ? 


That can endure th' intemperate Skie? 
Why rides he not and twits 

The French great Horſe with wringled bits? 
Why ſhuns he Tybwr's Flood, 

And wreſtlers Oyl like Vipers Blood? 


| Nor hath his Fleſh made ſoft 


With bruiſing Arms; having fo oft 
Been prais'd for ſhooting far 
And clean delivery of the Bar? 


For 
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For ſhame, why lies he hid, 
As at Troy's Siege Achilles did, 
For fear leſt Mans Array 
Should him to Manly Deeds betray ? 


ODE IX: BySir R. F. 
To THALIARCHUS. 


That being Winter, it is time for Men 1o give thems- 
ſelves to Pleaſure. 


Hou ſeeſt the Hills candied with Snow 
Which groaning Woods ſcarce undergo, 
And a ſtiff Icetahofe veins 
Congeals which Branch the Plains. 
Difſolve the Froſt with Logs pil'd up 
To th' Mantle-tree ; let the great Cup 
Out of a larger Sluice 
Pour the reviving Juice. 
Truſt Joe with other things 3 when he 
The fighting Winds takes up at Sea, 
| Nor ſpeared Cypreſs ſhakes, 
Nor aged Elm-tree quakes. 
Upon to Morrow reckon not, 
Then if it comes 'tis clearly got : 
Nor being young deſpiſe 
Or Dancings, or Loves Joys. 
Till teſty Age gray Hairs ſhall Snow 
Upon thy Head, loſe Maſque, nor Show : 
Soft whiſpers now delight 
At a ſet hour by Night ; 


* Leavitiz in flames his falling Troy, 
nah : kr piſs 


1 
4 
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And Maids that giggle to diſcover 
Where they are hidden to a Lover; 
- And Bracelets, or ſome Toy 
Snatcht from the willing Coy. 


ODE X. By R. N. Paraphras'd. 


To MERCURY: 
In praiſe of Mercury. 


Hou ſweet-tongu'd God, theſon of Jove and 
Whodid(ſtthy Rabble teach ( Mayf 
A more refined ſpeech z 
And ſhewd'ſt the ative Youth the Hug to play. 
Of thee Ill ſing, 
Whodolt with nimble wing 
Convey the Meſlages 'twixt Jove, 
And all the other Gods above. 
Of thee, who did'(t at firſt the Lyre invent; 
And did'{t the Thict fo ſubtly play, 
Stealing whate're thon couldft away, 


3 And yet intend no hurt but Merriment. 
*Of thee, who did'(t Apollo's Herd reſtore, 
{That were, or ſtoln, or ſtray'd not ſo before, 


Which made him fret, 
And utter many a threat, 


'Yet being not able to Revenge, did laugh it o're; 


'Of thee I'll fing, who Priazr did'{t convey 
Through th'armed croud 
Of Greeks with Conqueſt proud, , 


Fhow 
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Thou doft all ſouls condu& to their laſt home, 
The Virtuous to Elyſum : 

The Vicious to that place, where torments dwell; 

Officious both to Gods above, and Devils in Hell. 


em. 
— —— — — 


ODE XI. BySir T, H. 
To LEUCONOE, 


He exhorteth Leuconoe, that Care omitted, ſhe ſeek 
to pleaſe ber ſelf, taking Argument from the ſhe 
neſs of Life, and ſpeed of Death, 


Trive not ( Leuconoe ) to know what end 
She Gods above to thee or me will ſend : 
Nor with Aſtrologers conſult at all, 

That thou may '{t better know what can befal. 
Whether thou liv'{t more Winters, or thy laſt 
Be this, which Tyrrhex waves 'gain(t rocks docaſt 
Be wiſe, drink free, and in ſo ſhort a ſpace, 

Do not protracted hopes of Life embrace. | 
Whilſt we are talking, envious Time doth ſlide: } 
This day's thine own, the next may be deny'd. *® 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, by $.W. 
To LEU CONOE. 


£ 


A JEre ſtrive Lexconoe, ne're ſtrive to know © 
What Fates decreed for thee and me, nor go 
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To an Aftrolager z 'tis half the Cure, 
When ill, to think it will not long endure $ -/ 
- Whether Jove will another Winter give, 
Or whether 'tis your laſt that now you live; 
Be wiſe, and fince you have not long to ſtay, 
— & Fool not with tedious hopes your Life away. 
Time,while we ſpeak on't flies;now baniſh ſorrow; 
Live well to day, and never truſt to morrow. 


_— 


eek Ode XIL. By Su 1. H. 


To AUGUSTUS. 


| To Gods, Demy-God:s, and forte worthy Men ho- 
noured, be deſcendeth into the divine praiſes of 
Auguſtus. 


Hat man, or Hero, (Clio) wilt thou praiſe 
& Y Withſhrilleſt Pipe, or Lyra's ſofter lays? 
What God? whoſe Name in fportive ftrain, 
Eccho will chaunt thee back again ? 
Either in ſhady Heliconiax Bowers, 
* High Pindss, or cold craggy Hemus Towers, 
4 Whence leavy Groves by heaps contus'd, 
3 Towaiton tuneful Orphezs us'd ; 

! Orpbews well skill'd from Mothers artful lay; 

' Swift Rivers glide; and ſpeedy Winds to ſtay, 
And with his Harps melodious ſong 
Attentive- Oaks to draw along. | 

> What ſhall ling before the conſtant praiſe - 
nd Of Father Jove, who Gods, and Mortals ſways? 
pH GC 3 * Yea, 
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Yea, Land, Sea, World extended wide 
Wyryh various Seaſons doth divide ? 
From whom there nothing ſprings, greater than he: 
Like nothing lives, nor can a fecond be: | 
Yet ſhall next honours Pallas grace, 
Though ſeated in a lower place. 
Nor will I, warlike Bacchws, let thee go, 
Nor Dian, ſavage Beaſts eternal foe : 
Phebus (hall hkewiſe have a part, 
Dreadful with unavoided Dart. 
With Hercules T Leda's Sons muſt name 3 
Horſe-ſervice this, Foot-fight gives th' other fame 
Whoſe brighter Star, when firſt in Sky, 
The wakeful Sailer doth deſcry. 
Down from the Rocks impetuous waters flow 3 
The Winds ſurceaſe, the Clouds diſpelled go: 
And threatning Waves ( ſo the Twins will ) 
Upon the Oceans brow are ſtill. 
Theſe mentioned firſt, ſhall Romwlxs obtain 
The next record, or Nma's peaceful Reign ? 
Shall I the power of Tarquin's State, 
Or Cato's manly death relate ? 
Stout Regulus, the Scanri, Paulus, free 
Of his great ſoul in Carna's Victory 3 
Or ſhall my grateful Tongue rehearſe 
_ Fabritins, 1n reſplendent Verſe? 
Who with the valiant Cyrizs, rough in guiſe 
And Hair uncomb'd, did with Camillzs riſe 
To high advancement, homely bred 
In their poor Grand-Sires Land, and Shed. + 
Marcellus Fame is like a ſpreading Tree, Wi 
Which groweth ſtill, although inſeaſibly : 


Eact 
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Each eye the Julian Star admires, 
As Cynthia *mong(t the lefler Fires: 
Great Father, and Protector of Man-kind 
From Saturn ſprung, to thee the Fates aflign'd 
The care of mighty Ceſar ; Reign, 
And Ceſar ſecond place obtain. 
He whetherin full Triumph lead along 
The vanquiſh'd Parthians,whogear Latiumthrong, 
Or Seres, and ſwart Indians tame, 
That Eaſtward tremble at his name : 
He leſs, but Juſt, the ſpacious World ſhall guide; 
Heav'n-ſhaking, thou in thund'ring Chariot ride, 
And thy offended lightning caſt 
On Groves, which harbour the unchaſt. 


|C——_— — —— 


ODE XIIL BySirR. F. 
To LYDIA. 


* He complains that Telephus is preferred before hine. 


He Arms that Wax-like bend, 
And every henge when you commend, 


7 On which the Head doth turn 


by 
% 


- 
"1 
by 


s 
by 
* 


Of Telephas, ah, how I burn! 
Madneſs my mind doth rap, 

My Colour goes ; and the warm fap 
Wheeſing throygh either Eye, 

Shows with what lingring Flames I fry. 
I fry ; when thy white hue 

Is ina Tavern-brawl dy'd blew, 


C 3 Or 
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Or when the ſharp-ſet Youth 
Thy melting Kiſs grinds with his Tooth, 
Believ't, his love's not ſound 246 
That can ſuch healing Kiſſes wound 3 
Kiſſes which Venas hath 
Made ſupple in a Nedar bath. | 
O their felicity | 
Whom a firm eprd of Love doth tie, 
Unbroke with wicked ftrife, 
And twiſted with their threds of Life!  ' 


— w—_ —— 
* 


ODE XIV. BySir T.H. | 
To theCommonwealth preparing afreſh for Civil War, 


Ship what doſt? freſh ſtorms agam 
Will drive thee back into the Main 
Bravely recover Port, and Shore, 
Seet not th'art deſtitute of Oar ? 
Swift South- weſt Winds invade thy Maſt, 
Thy Sail-yard cracks with every blaſt ? 
And Cables ſcarce thy Keel aſſure, 
Thoſe ſurly Billows to endure? 
Thy Sails are torn, and thou a thrall, 
No Gods haſte to invoke at all. 
—_— Pontique Pine ( Woods noble race ) | 
Thou boaſt thy barren name and place : *& 
he fearful Sailer ( dangers try'd ) 3 
oth not to painted Ships confide ; 
Take heed unleſs thou haſt a mind 
Fo be ſport umo the Wind, | 


(Oh 
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C Oh my deſire and greateſt care, 
Erſt horrour to my heart ) beware, 
And flie in time thoſe ſhelfe Seas, 
Which run betwixt bright Cyclades. 


ODE XV. 


The Prophecy of Nereus, concerning the deſiruTion 
of Troy. 


wW Henin [4ear Ships the treacherous ſwain, 
With Heller his Greek Miſtreſs croſs'd the 
Nerews, that ill events he might preſage, (Main, 
. Becalm'd with lazy reſt the ſwift Winds rage. 
Thou her tak'{t home with thee in an ill hour, 
Whom Greece ſhall fetch again with armed power, 
Conſpiring to diſſolve thy Married (tate, 
And Priam's ancient Kingdom ruinate. 
Alas! what toil for Horſe, for Men what pain, 
. What direful funerals of Trojans (lain. 
See, Pallas, Helm and Target doth provide, 
And will on her incenſed Chariot ride. 
In vain grown 1nſolent with Ven#s grace, 
Shalt thou thine Hair diſhevel, Neck thy Face: 
In vain ſhalt thou, on Harps «ffeminate ſtring, 
Soft tuned notes t' attentive Women ſing , 
In vain, thou inthy Chamber ſhalt decline 
: Sharp ſpears, and head of Czoſſzar javelin, 
> Loudnoiſe, and Ajax, nimble to purtue, 
> Yetduſtat laſt ſhall ſoil thy beauties hue. 
+ Doſtthou not Neſtor, nor Ulyſſes mind, 
Who for thy Countries Ruine art delign'd? 
C4 On 


—_ — 
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On the undaunted Salaninms flies; 

Thee Sthenelxs provokes, who bears the prize 
Of Arms, or Horſe to manage with command : 
'Gainſt thee likewiſe ſhall Merzones ſtand : 
Fell Diomedes ({tronger than his fire, 

For thee, with deſp'rate fury ſhall enquire; 
Whom asan Hart that doth negle& his food, 
Spying far oft the Wolf thirſty of blood, 
Thou faintly ſhalt, and almoſt breathleſs flie, 
Breaking thy vow to Hellex cowardly. 
Achilles wrathful Fleet the hour ſhall lack 

Of Phrygian Matrons fall, and Ilinzr's wrack ; 
But Grecian fire in time determinate, 


Shall Trojan buildings burn, and diflipate. 


A— 
_ DA 


ODE XVI. By Sir T. H. 


To a Friend, 


He recauts « For he asketh pardon of a Maid,whom he 
' had wounded with Iambicks, transferring the fault 
wpor anger the unbridled force whereof he deſcribes. 

/ 


D Aughter,than thy fair Mother much more fair, 

On my Iambicks fraught with ſpiteful air, 

Do thou preſcribe what doom thy ſelf ſhall pleaſe, 

Eithew-4f Flames, or Adriatique Seas. 

| Not Dindymenian, not the Pythian Prieſt, 

Are with ſuch fury by their Gods poſleſt; 

Not Bacchus, nor the Corybantes '* 

Whcn onſbrill Braſs they iterate their blow, 
» As 
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As baneful anger, which not Norique arms,  '/ 
INor the ſhip-wracking Stormy Ocean charms :12/1 
(ot furious Fire, nor Jove himſelf on high, 

hen he with dreadful Thunder rerids theSkie! i 
is ſajd, Promethens, reſolv'd to make - ': -- 
an ont of Clay, did ſeveral parcels take: 
SiffeFed cunningly . from every Beaft, 
\nd put fierce Lions wrath into our Breaſt, - 
\nger Thyeſtes into ruine caſt, - ©. / 
\nd unto Cities ever was the laſt ' "If 
auſe why they fet;and that proud foes were ſeen 
/ith hoſtile ſhare toplough where'walk had been. 
Bridle thy ſelf. Me likewiſe heat of blood 

arag'd in Youth, and with diſtemper'd mood >: | 
nto Iambicks hurri'd : Now I feek/in 
o change my _— languageamto'meek ; //\ 
o wrongs recanted, thou morefriendly be, . ' 
\nd love reciprocal return to me, 


— 


ODE XVII. By R.N. 


The Conveniencies of -his Country Farm. 


| I. | 
OO ſweetly ſeated is my Country Farm, 
Q Thatneither Sumimers ſcorching heat 
3 Nor Winters ſtormy cold doth threat 
ly ſelf, nor yet my thriving Flocks with harm. 
2. 


t there my wanton Kids ſecurely m 
2 Without their Dams through Coples ſtray, 


\ Whom 
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Whom neither feeding Serpents bite, | 
Nor folded do the hungry Wolves aftright; - 


-D 

There when the Goatherds trembling fingers touch + 
The holes of his loud Pipe, the Gund ; 
From th' ecchoing Rocks doth ſo rebound, 

"Tis made both twice as ſweet, and twice as, much, 


The Gods whom I _ are my defence, 
And they although ſo far above, 
Yet bend ſo low to fall in love 

Both with my Poetry and Innocence. 


5. 
Hence flow their Bleffings on me more and more, 
- Without my Wealth, within my Peace 
At once they largely do increaſe, 
Giving content, whilſt adding to my ſtore. 
6 


From noiſe and buſineſs there thou maylſt retire, 
And underneath ſome private ſhade, 
Where no diſturbance can invade, 

Chaunt out theſe ſongs of Love unto thy Lyre. 


7. 
Here mayſt thou fit and never fear 
Thy jealous Husbands coming near 
And call thee Jade or Whore, | A 
Or pull thee by the Head, or thy Cloths tear, A 
& 


Or there, if thou 't inclin'd to'mirth or ſo, 
Thou and an honeſt Friend or two 
May drink and laugh, and never hear 
The noiſeand quarrels which in Taverns are. | 


Op! 
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ODE XVIII. BySirR. F. 


uch + 
To QUINTILIUS VARUS. 


ich, SThat with moderate drinking of Wine,the mind 3s ex» 
hilarated : with immoderate, Quarrel:s begotten, 


F all the Trees, plant me the ſacred Vine - 

In Tyb»r's mellow fields, and let it ctimb 

athyllus Walks: for Jove doth' Cares propoutd 

o ſober Heads which in full Cups are drown'd, 

Df want, or war who criesout after Wine 2 

FThee father Bacchns, thee fair Erycine, 

EWho doth not fing? but through intemp'rate uſe, 
eſt * Liber's gifts you turn into abuſe, © -' 

'Think of the Centaxrs bran}, fonght in theit Cans, 

With Lapithes : and to Sithonians $O1he” 

Heavy * Evons, when their heated blood. names of 

akeslittle difference betwixt what's good Bacchus, 

And what is not. No, gentle * Baſſarew 

J will not forcethee ; nor betray to view 

Thy Vine-clad parts: = reſs thy Thracian hollow, 

And diſmal din : which bhnd ſelf-love doth follow, 

And glory-puftng Heads with empty worth, 

'And a Glaſs-boſome pouring ſecrets forth; 


re, 


ODES. 


ODE XIX. ByR.T. 
Of; GLYCER A. 


bt 
LS 
» 


+7. -*, \. How he is beſotted with love of her. 


” # . : - - ” ; P 


I. 
O her again I muſt; 'tis true I ſwore 
| But twodaysfince I'de never ſee her more: 
Yetidrink, and having nothing elſe to do, 
Would make an Anchorite to woe. 


F -N oy 
Heroick Muſe farewel,: for now my Pen | 
Is dictating a clean contrary Theme 
Tur it to thee, it turns to her agen: 

When Iſhould ſhew how the brave Parthians fight” | 
Charging the Scythians in their flight, | 

I think my ſelf one of the Scythiars dyin 

By the keen Dart of her that ſhoots me flying. ; 


3. 
He that ſees Glycera and not deſires, 


May ſport as well with everlaſting Fires ; 3 
For my part Ito Eternity cou'd | of 
Upon the grateful anger in her Face, 


Which we behold through frowns, juſtlike the Sur * « 
Through clouds whichelſe we dare not look upon 1 


4+ 

Boy make a Fire, perfumethe Room, and get 

Me Wine and all things for a noble Treat ; 3 
Get the beſt Muſick Nature can invent, , 
Such as of old madeſullen Stones relent : 
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LY He that will Deities incens'd appeaſe 
Muſt to their ſhrines bring-Hecatombs of theſe. 


_— 
| —_— 
© —— 


ODE XX. By R.N. 
To MAEACENAS. 
Whon be invites to a ſmall Treat. 


Pray Sir, with me to my Chamber go, 
[ For there I have in ſtore ; 
Some half a ſcore 
Bottles of Claret-wine, or more, 
And they of mine own bottling too : 
Pray go, well drink but moderate I vow. 


glit!' Me thought 1 lately he was 
' With thatlate _m applauſe 3 
! Howoverjoyd the multitude 
' About the Theatre did croud, 


*. Andcry'dupyou and your great Acts aloud! 


But come, pray let's no longer tarry, 
I muſt confeſs I've no Canary, 
Nor Malago nor Sherry ; 
2 SUI | Such Wines for me are much too dear, 
pol _ Welcome ſhall be your greateſt Chear ; 
Come go, and we'll be merry. 


ODE 
| Fa 
He , * 


'S + 


4 \.,.. Op #-XX1. BySirT.H. 
| ſ _ Of Diana and Apollo. 


He exborteth Youths and Virgins to ſing forth thei 


Praiſes. 
Ou tender Virgins, found Diaxe's name, 
Y (Boys) be your ſong youthful Apollo's fam 
Latona likewiſe touch, | 
By Jove affected much, 


( Maids ) mention her, who loved Rivers ſo, 
And Woods which on cold Algid#s do grow, 
On Erymant are ſpread ; 
Or Cragzs verdant Head. 


(Boys ) with your notes delightful Tempe grace 

And Delos chaunt, Apollo's native _ "1 | 
(t8: His Shoulders, quiver-dight, 
a" ' And harpof Heavenly might. FF 


He with our Prayersmov'd, ſhall baniſh far, ; 
Sharp Hunger, Peſtilence, and direful Wax | 1 

From Prince and People, to ( 
Perſiaz, and Britiſh Foe. , 
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ODE XXII. BySir T. H. 
To ARISTIUS. 


Integrity of Life is every where ſafe, which he proveth 
by his own example. 


Ho lives upright, and pure of heart, 
wW (O Fuſcus ) neither needs the Dart, 


Nor Bow, nor Quiver, fraught with ſtore 
Of ſhafts envenom'd by the Moor. 


Whether o're Libya's parched Sands, 
Or Caucaſus that Houſeleſs ſtands, 
He takes his Journey ; or thoſe places 


* Through which the fam'd Hydaſpes traces. 


C©, | For ( careleſs ) through the Sabin Grove, 
Whilſt chaunting Lalage, I rove, 
: Not well obſerving limits due, 
A Wolf (from me unarmed) flew. 


; * A Monſterſuchas all exceeds, 
- - Which in huge Woods fierce Dannia feeds; 
Or thoſe that Juba's Kingdom hath, 
The Deſart-nurſe of Lions wrath. 


Place me in coldeſt Champains, where 
No Symmer-warmth the Treesdo cheer ; 
O's Let mein that dull Climate reſt 
| Which Clauds and ſullen Jove infeſt, 


Yca, 


| 
| 
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Yea, place me underneath the Car : 
Of too near Phebxs : ſeated far 

From dwellings: LalageI love, 

Whoſe ſmiles, . whoſe words ſo ſweetly move. 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, by $. W. 
To FUSCUS ARISTIUS. 


He juſt man needs nor Sword nor Bow, 
| Thoſe arms his fear, not ſafety ſhow, 
Who better has for his defence 
Strong guards of innocence, 
For if along rough Shores he coaſt, 
Tempeſts and Seas on him are loſt. 


Or it he Cancaſus pals by, E 
Tygers their rage deny, 

A Wolf that croſt me in my Grove, 

AsT walkt mufing on my Love C 


Beyond my bounds, and no Arms had, 
Was of my Love afraid. 
Away he fled, though Daunia yields 
No greater Monſter 1n her Fields : 
Though Africa which Lions breeds, 
None halt ſo cruel feeds, A 
Put me where never Summer breeze M 
Kiſt the dull Earth, or lifeleſs Trees. B 
In that skirt of the World, where ſhow'rs T 
Do number out the hours; A 
Or place me 1n the Torrid Zone, V 
Where never Houſe nor Man was knewn ; T 
; 


"If there my Lalage but ſmile 
And fing, Ile love the while. 


— 


ODE XXIII. By R.I. 
To CHLOE. 
That ſhe hath no reaſon to be ſo coy. 


| i. 
O flies the tim'rous Fawn Cher Mother gone) 
From flying Shadows of her own 
Every blaſt and twig that moves is made 
By her vain fears, an Ambulſcade, 
2, 
Her Heart beats quicker than her Feet can fly, 
Although no Foes ſhe can deſcry 
Unleſe the Winds that buſtle by, 
Or leaves with which the Winds do play, 
'. Or Newts that tremble more than they, 
Hurrying through Thornsto make their way, 


Come, come, my deareſt turn again; 

All this Coynels is in vain 5 
Alas! T do not ravenouſly purſue 
What opportunity might prompt us to, 
But with a zealous paſſion to difcover 
That it is time thy ſervitude were over, 
And thou injoy'dſt the freedom of a Lover 3 
Virgins may juſtly challenge it at twelve, 
Thy Mother at that age did ſo her ſelf. 

D 


j* ODE 


4 
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O D E X XIV. By SirT. H. 
To VIRGIL. 4 


Who immoderately bewailed the death of Quintilius 


Elpomene, whom Jove our Father daigns 
M Shi1ll voice apply'd to Harps melodio 
Tell in ſad notes how far the bounds extend((ſtrai 
Of love, and ſhame unto ſo dear a Friend ; 
Shall then in endleſs {leep 2intilins he ? 
As equal unto whom, pure Modelty, 
And Juſtice'fiſter, Faith fincere and plain, 
Nor naked Verity ſhall ever gain ? 
Of many worthy men bemoan'd he fell, 
But ( Virgil) no mans griet can thine excel. 
Thou (loving) doſt (alas) the Gods in vain 
2xintitius, not ſo lent thee, ask again. | 
What if more ſweet, than Thracian Orphexs wyre, 
You Trees perſuade to hearken to your lyre ? 
Yet can you not return of hte command 
'to ſhadow vain, which once with dreadful wand, 
God Mercrry, unwilling Fate t unlock, 
Hath forc'd to dwell among the Stygian flock. * 
'Tis bard, grant ; © But patience makesthat light, 
* Which tocorre&, or change, exceeds our might 


The? 
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The ſame by Sir R. F. 

| To VIRGIL. 

| Who lamenteth immoderately the death of Quintilian: 


Hat ſhame, or ſtint in mourning ore 
wW So dear a Head 2 Weep not but rore 
Melpomene, to whom thy Sire 
Gave a ſhrill voice, and twanging lyre. 
But does Pnintilien (leep his laſt? 
Whoſe Fellow, Modeſty, and faſt 
Faith, with her Siſter Juſtice joyn'd 
* Andnaked truth, when will they find ? 
 Bewail'd by all good men, he's gone: 
But than Thee Virgil, more by none. 
; Thou beg(t back (ab! pious in vain) 
| Thee, not ſolent, @uintilian. 
yre,* If {weeter than the Thracian Bard, 
Thou could'ſt ſtrike Tunes by dull Trees heard; 
The blood would never more be made 
7and, To flow into the empty ſhade, 
Which Hermes with his horrid wand 
, # Clnflexible to countermand 
light, TH unevitable doom of Death ) 
ght Once drove to the black Flock beneath: 
'Tis hard : But patience makes that leſs, 
Which all the World cannot redreſs. 


D 2 ODE 
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ODE X XV. Paraphras'd by R. N. 


To LYDIA. ' 
Inſulting over her being grown old. £ 


Hy how now Lydia £ what's the matter 
.. The Dammees don't ſo often clatter 
About thy borded Windows, nor 
Croud fo thick about thy door 
As they did uſe before ? 
Faith, you are now too old to be a Whore. 
Your Trade grows leſs and leſs I ſee, 
And muſt I (till fo luſt for thee, 
When thon canſt only dream of Leachery ! 
Pox on't, go and be hang'd you damn'd old Jade 
Since thou *rt no longer fit for Trade, | 
Retire to ſome dark Cell, 
And with thy preſence make that Hell : 
There thou wilt cry and roar, 
Not that thou'ſt ſin'd ſo much before, | 
But 'cauſe thou'rt able now to fin no more. 
Your dancing days aredone, your youthful knock 
Have now at Jaſt brought forth the Pox: 
Go and repent, ſhew ſome Remorle 
For thy damn'd Luſt, 
Which was at firſt 
Not to be ſatished by any Horſe. 
Our Gallants now that wear the Muff 
Delight in younger ſtuff : 
But if youll Trade, you muſt contented be 
With tome old Citizens dry Leachery. 


\ 


Opi 


k 
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ODE X XVI. BySir T. H. 
To his Muſe concerning lis Lamia. 


It is not fit for the lovers of the Muſes to be ſubje@ to 
Pp Cares and Sadneſs. The Poet commendeth his 
Lamia to the Pimplean Muſe. 

Who the Muſes love, ſadneſs, and fear 
Willto rough Winds commit, that they may bear 
Them to the Cretique Sea, careleſs, who ſways, 
” And whom the far-North dweller moſt obeys : 
Or what doth great Tyridates afiright. 
O my Pimplean Muſe ({ my hearts delight; ) 
Jade O thou who near pure Fountains fittelt down, 
Wreath od rous flowers for Lamia, wreath a crown. 
Little without thee worketh my applauſe : 
'Tisnow become thine, and thy Siſter's cauſe, 
_ Him with unuſed ſtrains to celebrate, 
And with thy Lesbiaz lyre to conſecrate. 


—— —  —— © — 


. | 
7 ODE XXVII. By SirR. F. 


To his Companions. 


To his Companions feaſting together, that they ſhould 
not quarrel in their drink, and fight with the Cups 
themſelves, after the manner of the Barbarians. 


7 Ith Goblets made for Mirth, to fight, 
ODi 'Tis barbarous : leave that Tracjan rite, 


D 3 Nor 
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"ot Nor mix the baſhful bluſhing God 
| 6 Of Wine, with Quarrels and with Blood. E 
\f 'q _ A Cand-ſtick, and Quart-pot, how far, | 
'l They ditier from the Cynntar ? 
Your wicked noiſe Companions ceaſe, 
[Ll And on your Elbows lean n peace. 
Wl Would you have me to ſhare th' auſtere 
| Falermian Liquor : Let me hear 
Magella's Brother, by what Eyes, 
| Of what bleſt wound and ſhaft he dies. 
[' No! then will I not drink; whatever 
Wl Venns tames thee, fhe toſts thy Liver 
'I'® With fire thou haſt no cauſe to cover, 
| Still Goging an ingenious Lover. 
Þ. Come, thou may t Jay it whatſoere 
'o! It 1s, ſecurely in my Ear. 
th Ah Wretch! in what a Whirl-pooltane ? 
[1.0 Boy worthy of a better flame, 
|! What Witch with her Theſaliav Rod 
Can looſe thee from thoſe Charms? What God ? 
Scarce Pegaſus himſclt can thee 
From this three-ſhap'd Chimera free. 


Book I. 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, by Dr. P. 

(y abuſe 

Hat ? Quarrel in your drink, my Friends? 
Glaſſes, and Wine, made for a better uſe. 

"Tis aDwtchtrick:Fie,let your brawhng ceaſe (peace. 

And from your Wize & Oliveslearn both mirth and 
Your Swords drawn 1n a Tavere, whillt the hand 

That holds them ſhakes, and he that fights cann't 

{tand 3 
Sheath 
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| Sheath 'um for ſhame, embrace, kiſs, ſo away, 
* Sit down, and ply the buſineſs of rhe Day. 
| But T'lenot drink, unlefs T: $. declares 
* Who is his Miſtreſs, and whoſe wounds he wears. 


Whence comes the glance, from what ſweet-k1]- 
ling Eye, - (high! 

That finks his hope ſo low, and mounts his Muſe fo 

Wilt thou not tell? Drawer, what's to pay ? 

It you 'rereferv'd, Ill neither drink nor ſtay : 

Or let me go, or outw'it 3 ſhe muſt be - (thee: 

Worth naming,ſurez whoſe Fate it was to conquer 

Speak ſoftly, — She ! forbid it Heaven above! 

Unhappy Youth! unhappy in thy Love; 

Oh how I pity thy eternal Pain! 

Thou never canſtget looſe,thou never canſt obtain; 

Let's talk no more of Love,my Friends, let's drink 
again. 


ODE XXVIIL By Sir T. FH. 


Architas, a Philoſopher, and Geomatrician, is pre- 
ſented,anſwering to a certain Mariner, that all men 
muſt die, and intreating hin, that he would nos 


ſuffer his Body to lie on the Shore unburied. 


He poor gift of a little duſt, confines, 
Andnearunto the Matine Shore en(hrines 
Thee, now ( Architas ) who could'ſt meaſure well 
The Sea, the Earth, and Sands, which none can tell} 
Nor could it any help, or profit be, 
Death being ready ſtil! to {cize on thee; 
D 4 Thoſs 
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Thoſe airy Manſions to have ſought from hence, 
And oft ſurvey'd the Heavens circumference. 
The fire of Pelops, who with Gods did feaſt, 
And aged Tythor, ſhrunk at Deaths arreſt: 
And Minos, to Joves counlels call'd, was lain, 
And Panthois dy'd, ſent down to Hell again 3 
Though by the ſhield pull'd down, he proving well | 
That his Firſt-birth in Trojan ages fell, - (sﬆkin: 
Affirm'd, that Death nought kill'd, but nerves and 
(No man in natures power was better (een: ) | 
But we into one ſelt-ſame night do fall, 

And mult the paths of Death tread once for all. 
The Furies ſome to games of Mars apply, 

The greedy Sailer drench'd in Sails doth lie. 

In death both young and old, by heaps do joyn; 
Nor any Heads eſcapes ſad Proſerpine. 

Me, the South-wind, crooked Orior's Mate 
O're-whelmed in I!hyrian Waves of late : 

But ( gentle Friend ) be pleas'd now I amdead, 
In looſe Sands to inter my Bones, and Head, 
Which done(ſothou beſafe )may th'Eaſtein-wind, 
Which ſtirs Heſperian billows, te afhgn'd 
Tobluſter loudly in Veruſum Woods : 

And may on every ſide, thy traftiqu'd goods, 

In plenty flow to thee from Joves juſt hand, 

And Neptune, who Tarenturm doth command : 

Bur if this fault of thine ſhall ſeem bur (light, 

( Which may upon thy harmleſs iilue light ) 

I with due pumſhment and proud neglect, 

May on thy tuneral Obſcquies retiett : 

Nor ſhall my prayers be poured forth in vain, 

Nor vows have {trength to ſet thee free again. 


& wc eo woaipnoeocooew.,;Zz..--- 
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_ if thou haſte, no longer ſtay I crave, 


y 
2But thrice to throw the duſt upon my Grave. 


. ms _ NN 


O D E XXIX By Sir T. A. 
To ICCIUS. 


t is a ſirange thing, that Iccius the Phil:ſopher inter- 
mitting his Studies, ſhould become a man at Arms, 


out of the love of Money. 


Ccius, thou now the Arabs doſt envy 
Their golden treaſure, and to Wars doſt hie, 
5 *Gainſt the Sabean Kings unvanquiſhed, 
And Nets prepar'(t to ſnare the horrid Mede. 
What CaptiveDamſel her beloved {lain 
$hall ſerve thee now? What youth of noble ſtrain 
, Shall now anointed, on thy Cup attend, 
Prompt from his Fathers Bow ſwift ſhatts to ſend ? 
ad, Who can deny but falling Rivers may 
Run up ſteep Hills, and Tyber backward (tray: 
When thou Pazxetizs Books on all tides fought, 
And houle of Socrates, where Arts were taught, 
Do'lt into Steely Spaniſb Arms tratillate, 
With promiſe to thy felt of better ſtate. 
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ODE XXX: By R.T. Paraphras'd. 
To VENUS. 


Whom he deſires to aſſiſt bim in his Woing. 


11 
T 


ko, wo 


O Glic're on th' old Pilgrimage I'm going 3 
But nere was man fo gravel 'd in his woing : 
Good Venws (end thy ſervant fairer weather; 
Orelſe remove thy ſelf, and Temple hither, 
That ( ſhould my youth, or language once more 
Thy preſence may infallibly prevail, ( fail ) 


ODE XXXI. BySir R. F. 
To APOLLO. 


He asketh riches of Apollo, but that he may have 4 
ſound mind in a ſound body, 


ww Hat doesthe Poet Phebus pray, 
In his new Fane? What does he ſay, 

Pouring ſweet liquor from the Cup? 
Not give me fat Sardinia's crop, 

Not hot Calabris's goodly Key : 

Not Gold, and Indian Ivory : 
Not Fields which quiet Lirz laves, 
And eats into with filent waves. 

Proyne, They that have them, Mafhick Vines : 

In golden Goblets carowſe Wines, 
The wealthy Merchant, which he bought 
With Merchandiſe from Syria brought, 


I Lo OP Hr” Tu EPHmwW Do SIM _=- 


The 
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{The Minion of the Gods : As he 

# That in one year the Atlantick Sea 
Three or four times, unpuniſhe paſt, 
Mine Olives, Endive my repaſt, 

And Mallows light. Latone's Sor, 

In Mind and Bodies health my own 


BY Te joy 5 old Age from dotage free, 
5” And ſolac'd with the Lute, give me. 
il) The ſame by Sir T.H. 


— WW Hat doth thy Poet ask ( Phebxs divine ) 
What craves he,when he pours the bowls of 
Not the rich Corn of fat Sardinia, (Wine? 
Nor fruitful Flocks of burnt Calabria, 
Nor Gold, nor Indian Ivory ; nor the grounds, 
Which filent Lyris with ſoft ſtreams arrounds, 
Let thoſe whom Fortune ſo much ſtore aſſigns, 
*Prune with Caleniar hook their fertile Vines : 
"Let the rich Merchant to the Gods fo dear, 
.( ForſoIterm him right, who every year, 
+ Three, or four times, viſits the Atlantique Seas 
From Shipwrack free : ) Let him his palate pleaſe ; 
' And ingilt Bowls drink Wines of highelt price, 
' Bought with the ſale of Syria Merchandile, 
Looſe Mallows, Succory, and Olive-plant 
Serve me for Food. O ( great Apollo ) grant 
To mein Health, and free from Life's annoy, 
Things native, and ſoon gateen to enjoy 3 
And witha mind compos d old Age attain, 
Not loathſome, nor depriv'd of Lyrick ſtrain. 
ſhe Chan 
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ODE XXXIL Paraphras'd by R, T. : 


To his Lyre, 


I. 
F in my lov'd retirement, when 
[| My nobler thoughts were free 
From the impertinence of bufie men, . 
I have addreſt to thee; 
What I ſang then ſhall live; ſhall keep its fire, 
Until the univerſal one expire, 
And ore Poſterity Ile reign 
Monarch of Poets in the Lyrique ſtrain. 
2, 
"Tistrue, Alcexs long before 
Found out the Mine, bur left the Ore, 
Rough, and untry'd to be 
Fin'd, and wrought out by me, 
Though happier far than me in this; 
He even genius never mov d amiſs ; 
But in the Field, or in the Fleet, 
In the Charge, or the Retreat, 
In the heat of Action could improve 
Every tender hint of Love, 
And with an equal pow'r create 
Not only laws for Verſe, but Fate. 


3. 

Ah dear Companion! Thou that canſt controul 
Diſeaſesof the Body, of the Soul! 

Thou that in happy times of old; 

Haſt had an Intereſt above 

Amonglt the Counſellors of Joe, 
And here, wrought greater Miracles than Gold f | 
Thee 


kk 1-7 


4 


2 


al 


1! 
"hee 


Thee le inceſſantly invoke with Pray'rs, 

Grant me a ſettled Spirit in my Airs, 
And let my wavering Fancy feel 

An Inſpiration, conſtant as my Zeal. 


_——— 


ODE XXXIIL Paraphras'd by R. N. 
To ALBIUS TIBULLUS. 


He wonld not have bis Friend trouble himſelf becauſe 
his Miſtreſs prefers another before hin. 


F. 
Way, away fond fool, what doſt thou ſigh 
A Becauſe thy Miſtreſs thee forſakes, 


And in thy room another takes? 
Is this the caule of all thy whining Poetry ? 
2, 
Pox on't forbear, for it is ten to one 
That he whom now ſhe loves will be 
Slighted ere long as much as thee, 
And 'tisno more than what a thouſand elſe have 
3- (done. 
Were it my caſe I (wear, the Wolf and Lamb 
Should ſooner down together lie, 
Then ere it ſhould be 1aid that I 
Once courted her again, let her goand be damn'd, 


4. 
Loveis a Witch, 'tis true, which oft times doth 
Perſons of different humours tie 
Together moſt unequally, 
'Tothe great diſcontent and (lavery of both. 
But 


5. 

But yet Ile have the Laſs that's fair and free, 
'Twixt whoſe imbracing Arms I may 
Wanton as doth the Rivers play 

Between their Banks, 'tis ſuch aone is fit for me, 


A— 


— —__ — 


OD E XXXIV. By Sir R. F, 
To himſelf. 


Repenting that having followed the Epicureans, 
had been little ſiudious in worſhipping the Gods, 


That have ſeldom worſhipt Heaven, 

I As to a mad Sec too much giv'n, 

My former waysam forc'd to balk, 
And after the old Light to walk. 

For Cloud-dividing, lightning-Joze, 

Through a clear Firmament late drove | 
His thundring Horſes, and ſwift Wheels : | 
With which ſupporting Atlas reels : 

With which, Earth, Seas, the Stygian Lake, 

And Hell, with all her Furies quake. 

It ſhook me too. God pulls the Proud 
From his high Seat, and from their Cloud | 

Draws the obſcure: Levels the Hills, | 

And with their Earth the Vallies fills : | 

"Tis all he does, he does it all : 

Yet this, blind Mortals Fortune call: 
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A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, by R.N. 


? " 
ne, = \ ar that ſo ſeldom to the Temples go, 
And only but for faſhion when you do, 
Or elſe to ſcoff at, and deſpiſe 
Thoſe who are more devout than you, 
Whoſeown mad Humours, Luſts and Luxuries 
Are the ſole Deities (ice: 
To which yourſelves, and all you have you facri- 
A time will come, when you ſhall find that way 
The beſt, from which you did fo wildly ſtray; 
When ſudden fear ſhall force you to adore 
That God whom you ſo {lighted and contemn'd 
2 ( before. 
That God, who when he to bold Sinners ſpeaks, 
His Voice like a clap of Thunder breaks, 
Rattles aloud, and through the melting Skies 
With vengeance ſwift and terrible as lightning flies; 
Whilſt the aftoniſht Earth, and frighted Seas 
Tremble at ſuch loud words as theſe, 
' And ſmoak and horrid ſhreeks from Hell ariſe ; 
And you, preſumptuous you, then ſtanding near 
Its dreadful Brink all pale with fear, 
By his juſt hand expecting to be caſt 
Intothoſe flames, which ſhall for ever laſt: 
. Tis he, whoin his Juſtice tumbles down 
Headlong into the deepeſt Hell (ſwell, 
Thoſe who with Pride high as huge Mountains 
And with exalted Glories doth the humble Crown. 


$, 
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ODES. Book. 
ODE XXXV. By Sir T. H, F 


To Fortune. 


He beſeecheth her, that ſie would preſerve Czlar 
ing into Britany. 


Goddeſs, which beloved Antinm ſways, 
Still ready with thy powerful Arm to raiſe 

Men, from the low degree of wretched thralls, 
Or turn proud Triumphs into Funerals ; 
The poor and ruſtick Clown with humble plea | 
Solicites thee : The Lady of the Sea FP 
He loudly invocates, who ere doth ſweep 
In Afar vellel the Carpathian Deep. 
.The Dacian rough, the wandring Scythian, 
Kingdoms and Cities the fierce Latiar : 
Thee Mothers of Barbarian Kings do fear, 
And Tyrants which bright Purple wear. 
Let not a (tanding Pillar be o'rethrown | 
By thy offended toot : Nor be it known, 
That Troops of Warlike People now at reſt, | 
Take Arms again, and Empire's peace infeſt. ( 
Still, ſharp Neceflity before thee goes, I 
 Holdenin Brazen-hand, (as pledg of woes ) 
Tormenting beams,and wracks:and more to daunt, a 
Sharp hooks, and molten lead do never want. : 
Thee, Hope, and {imple Faith in white attire, S 
Much honour, and thy company deſire z 
How e're thou do'lt another habit take, 
And made a Foe to Great Men, them forſake. * 
But the falſe Multitude, and perjur'd Whore j 
Retireth back : yea Friends, when Veſlels ſtore h * 
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21s tothe dregs drunk up, away do flie, 
#Shunning the yoke of mutual Poverty ; 

ZPreſerve thou Ceſar late, we thee implore, 

Bound to the Worlds remotelt Britaiz Shore, 

\nd thoſe new Troops ot Yout::, whole dre2dful 

he Eaſt and ruddy Ocean doth aftright. (tight, 

1e on our Broils, vile Acts, and Brothers fa'], 

Bad Age! what Miſchief do we ſhunar all? 

hat Youth, his hand for fear of Gods contains? 

Or who from ſacred Altar's ſpoil retrams 2 

\ h! rather let's dull Swords new toryc, and whet 


a FAgaint th' Arabiaz and the Myſjager. 


Dr £0 


raiſe 
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ODE XXXVI. Paraphras'd by R.N. 
T7. POMPONIUS NUMIBA. 


He welcomes him home from Spain. 


Leſt be thoſe Powers above, thoſe Deities 
6 That have again 
Brought back our Friend from Spair, 
Come, come, and let us Sacrifice ? 
Down with the Calf, come Incenſe bring 
And let it burn 
aunt While we our thanks to Gods rcturn 
 * Forhis Arrival, let's rejoyce and ſing. 
See how his kind {alutes he doth diſperſe 
'Mong(t thoſe with whom he did converſe, 
Though none 
| But Lama alone 
He doth fo often kits, and ſo much own. 
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Their Age and Breeding were the ſame, ; 
And they in nothing differ but the Name. 
Come, faith we'l make this day a Holy-day, 
Ho there! Some Bottles bring, 
We'll Drink, and Dance, ws Sing 
Our Friends 200d health— about w'ir, flie away 
What?baulk your glaſs!thoſethat refuſe, Poxrot'u 
T'll ſee it pledg'd though'twere a mile toth'bott 
Methinks we look as brisk as Flowers in May. ' 
Now for a handſome Girl, on whom 
Our ſparkling Eyes may gaze, 
Whilſt ſhe 
Cloſe as the Ivy about the Tree, 
With cirling Arms our new-come friend imbrace 
And give him thouſand kiſſes for hiswelcome home 


——_ JH 


ODE XXXVII. By SirT. H. 


= 


To his Companions. 


Whom he .exhorteth to be merry upon the News of tl 
Actiaque Vi@ory. 

(now 
]Ow let us drink, now dance (Companions, 
Let's Salian banquetsto the Gods allow. 
It might before this time be thought a fin, 
To broach old Cecube Wines, whilſt the mad Quee! * 
Prepar'd the ruine, and diſaſtrous fall, 
Both of the Empire and the Gapitol, 
With her ſcabb'd Troop of meneffeminate, (ſtate \ 
Proud with vaſthopes, and dr»nk with proſp'rou 
Bu 
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But the ſcarce ſafety of one Ship from fire 
Leſs'ned her fury, whilſt great Ceſar's ire 
3 To real fears enforc'd her to reſign 
& Her mind enrag'd with Mareotique Wine, 
He preſſed with {wift Veſlcls to enchain 
This Monſter, flying Jtaly amain : 
As Hawk the fearful Dove, or Hunter (ſwift 
Purſues the Hare th'irow A*mon's ſnowie drift : 
Whilſt ſhe, that ſhe might die the nobler way, 
Did neither as a Woman fear the ray 
Of brandiſh'd Sword, nor laboured to flie, 
8 With ſpeedy flight in ſecret Nooks to lie: 
But with an Eye ſerene, and cuurage bold, 

races Durſt her deje&ted Palaces behold, 
ome Handle the hiſhng Adder and the Snake, 

And in her body their black Poylon takes 
—” Madethe more fierce by Death determincd, 

'. She ( Noble Spirit ) (corned to beled 
In hoſtile Veticls, as a private thrall, 
To fill proud Triumphs with her wretched fall. 


— I A 


ODE XXXVIIL Paraphras'd by R. N. 


——. 


Now 
10Ns To his Servant. 

I. 
duee! Oy, take away my Gown, I hate thoſe ſhows 


Which uſually at Halls are made 
'Mong(t the Furr'd Brethren of the Trade, 
(ſtate When a whole Market's ranſackt for a Roſe, 
p'irov For Mr, Warden's Worlhips Noſe. 
Bu E 2 Sirrah, 
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I. 

Sirrah, ſome Bottles to yon' Arbour bring 3 
That which is ſhaded with the Vine, 
And pluck ſome Burrage for the Wine : x 

T hat gives a flavor Come, Long live the King; | | 
About with't, while a Catch we ſing, 


The End of the Firſt Book, 
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ODE I. BySirR. F. 
To C. ASINIUS POLLIO. 


He exhorts him to intermit awhile his writing of Tra- 
gedies, until he have finiſht his Hiſtory of the Ci- 
vil War of Rome 3 Then extols that Work, 


HE Civil War from the fir{t Seeds, 
| The Cauſes of it, Vices, Tides 
Of various Chance, and our prime Lords 
«Fatal Alliance, and the Sword's 
Sheath'd, but not yet hung up, and oyl'd, 
The Quarrel's fully reconcil'd : 
Thou writ'ſt a work of hazzard great, 
And walk'ſt on Embers in deceit- 
Ful Aſhes rak't. Ler thy ſevere 
Tragical Muſe a while forbear 
E 3 
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The Stage : This publick Task then done, 
Thy Buskins high again put on, 

Afﬀicted Clients grand ſupport 

And light to the conſulting Court: 

Whom thy Dalmatick triumph Crown'd 
With deathleſs Bays. Hark how the ſound 

Of thy brac'd Drums, awakes old tears, 

Thy Triumphs tingle 1n our Ears: 

4" How clattering Arms make the Horſe ſhog, 

4600 And from the Horſe-mans Face the blood. 
F.4 Now, now amidſt the common Herd 

See the great Generals fight, beſmear'd 


With glorious duſt : and quel'd the whole 

World, but unconquer'd Cato's ſoul ! 
Juno, and whatſocver Gods, 1 
To Africk Friends, *yiclded to th' odds 

Ot Rome; the Victors Grandſon's male | 

A Sacrifice to Jugrrith's ſhade. | 
What Field, manur'd with Danian blood | 


Shews not in Graves, our impious Feud, 
And the loud crack of Latirms tall, 
Heard to the Babylonian Wall ? 
What Lake, what River's ignorant 
Of the ſad War? What Sea with Paint 
Of Latine (laughter, is not red ? 
What Land's not Peopled with our Dead ? 
But wanton Mule, leſt leaving Toys, 
Thou ſhould'(t turn Odes to Elegies, 
Let us in Dioncian Cell 
Seek matter for a lighter Quill, 
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ODE II. By SirR. F. 
To C. SALUSTIUS CRISPUS. 
iſt, be praiſes P. for his liberality to his Brothers : 


Then ſhews, that he whocan repreſs his appetite,and 
deſpiſe Money, is only a King, only happy. 


Aluſt, thou enemy of Gold, 
Metals, which th' Earth hath hoarded, Mould, 
ntil with moderate exerciſe 
Their colour rife. 
No Age the name of Portixs (mothers, 
For being a Father to his Brothers : 
Surviving Fame on towring Wings 
His bounty fings. 
He that reſtrains his covetous ſou], 
Rules more, than if he ſhould controul 
Both Land and Sea; and add a 
Indies to th' Eaſt. 
The cruel Dropſie grows, ſelf-nurſt, 
The thirſt not quench, till the caule firſt 
Be purg d the Veins, and the faint humour 
Which made the tumour. 
Vertue, that reves what Fortune gave, 
Calls crown'd Phraates his Wealth's ſlave, 
And to the Common People teaches 
More proper ſpeeches. 
Giving a Scepter, and ſure Throne, 
And unſhar'd Palms to him alone, 
That ( unconcerned ) could behold 
Mountains of Gold. 
E 4 ODE 
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ODE III. By Sir R. F, 
To DELLIUS, 
That the mind flould not be caſt down with Advert, 


nor puft :p with Proſperity : Bit that we ſt ould liv 
merrily, Fnce the condition of dying is equal to al, 


Eep (ti!] an equal mind, rot funk 
] With ſtorms of adverſe chance, not drunk 
With {weet Profperity, 
O Dellizs that mult die. 
Whether thou live (t1]] melancholly, 
Or (tretcht in a retired Valley ; 

Make all thy hours merry 

With Bowls of choicelt Sherry. 

Where the white Poplar and tall Pine, 
Their hoſpitable ſhadow joyn, | 

And a ſoft purling Brook, 

With wrigling Streams doth crook ; 
Bid hither Wines and Oyntments bring, 
And the too ſhort ſweets of the Spring, 

Whilſt Wealth and Youth combine, 

And the Fates give thee Line. 

Thou muſt forgo thy purchas'd ſeats, 
Ev'n that which golden Tyber wets, | 

Thou muſt ; and a glad Heir _. 

Shall reyel with thy-care. | 
If thou be rich, born of the Race "7 
Of ancient Inachxs, or baſe ' 

Lie(t in the Street; all's one, 
- Impartial death ſpares none. 
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* All go one way; Shak'd is the Pot, 
And firſt or laſt comes forth thy lot, 
* The Paſs by which thou t ſent 
Z T-' Eternal baniſhment. 


{ Liz ODE IV. By Sir R, F. 
p ak T» XANTHIA PHOCEUS. 


That he need not be aſham'd of being in love with a 
k Serving-Maid : For that the ſame had befaln ma- 
ny a Great Man. 


—_ 


O love a Serving-Maid's no ſhame 3 
k 1 The white Br:/eis did enflame 
Her Lord Achilles, and yet none 
Was prouder known. 
Stout Telamonian Ajax prov 'd 
His Captives Slave; Atrideslov'd 
In midſt of all his Victories, 
Y AGirl his pnze : 
When the Barbarian ſide went down, 
And He&or's death rendred the Town 
Of Troy, more eafieto be carried 
By Grecians wearied. 
Know'ſt thou from whom fair Phillis ſprings? 
Thou may'(t be Son in Law to Kings; 
She mourns, as one depos'd by Fate 
From regal State, 
. Believe't ſhe was nat poorly born: 
» Phecexs, (uch Faith, fo brave a ſcorn 
x Of tempting Riches, could not come 
Alli From a bale womb. Hey 
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Her Face, round Arms, and every Lim 
I praiſe unſmit, Suſpect not him, . F 


j 


On whoſe loves Wild-fire Age doth throw 
| Its cooling Snow. 


— 


ODE V. By R.N. Paraphras'd. 
Opon LALAGE. 


He adviſeth his Friend to forbear Courting his Mi- 
ſtreſs, becauſe ſhe is yet too Childiſh. | 


Hy Mils, alas, 3 yet too young, 


She's ignorant what 'tis to Wed : F 
She knows not yet what does belong 
To thoſe encounters of the Marriage Bed. = 
2 


Let her alone awhile, for ſhe 
11 not yet indureto hear thee ſpeak 3 
She muſt among her School-mates be 
To gather Flowers, and play at Barly-break. x 


3. 
She'll quickly ripen, and then all 
Her Childiſh tricks will be forgot : 


Like Fruit in Autumn ſhe will fall ; c 
'Twillbe thine own fault, if thou haſt her not. F 
4+ | 

Patience a while, and ſhe'll wooe thee, T 
Fortune will all things bring to paſs; T 
As thou growelt older, ſo will ſhe. M 


1] paſs my word that thou ſhalt have the _ l 
SNE 


k IL} 


hel 
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| 5* 

She'll bolder grow I warr'nt thee Boy, 
Z And yet (ne'r fear't ) ſhe will be none 

Of thoſe that ſeem ſo nice and coy, 
eerly to drill their whining Lovers on. 
6. 

Faith ſhe's a pretty Girl, I ſwear, 

She hath a Skin ſo pure and white 

As new fal'n Snow, and doth appear 
right as the Moon, even inthe cleareſt Night. 


| 7. 
Some Men may talk of this or that ; 
Of that ſame Boy that was ſo fair, 
You'ld take him for I know not whar, 

For beauty he could nothing beto her. 


— —————— — -- —  -—- - ——— 


ODE VL BySirT. H. 
To SEPTIMIUS. 


Ee wiſheth Tybur and Tarentum may be the ſeat of 
his old Age, whoſe ſweetneſs he praiſeth. 


HIS ready bent, with me 

Rude Cantabers, or Gades to ſee, 

And thoſe inhoſpitable Quick-ſands, where 
The Mooriſh Seas high billows rear. 

T3ber, which th' Argives built ( O may ) 


That be the place of my laſt day: 


ſay It my limit be, of caſe 
From Journeys, Warfare, and rough Seas. 


But 
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But if the Siſter-Fates deny, ; 
Fle to rich fleec'd Galeſus hie, 
And thence down to Tarentum (tray, 
Earſt ſubject to Phalantws (way. 
That tract of Land beſt pleaſeth me, 
Where not Hymretta's full fraught Bee 
Yields better Honey, and where grow 
Olives, that equal Venafro 3 
Wherethe middle Air yields gentle Froſt, 
And a Jong Spring-tide warms the Coaſt, 
And Alon tertile in rich Vines, 
Envieth not Falernian Wines. , \ 
That place, with all thoſe fruitful Hills, 
Me with defire of thee full fills : 
There let thy due-paid Tears deſcend c 
Ore the warm aſhes of thy Friend. \ 
f 


L_—— 


ODE VII. By A. B. 


To POMPEIUS VARUS. 


, ! 
Congratulating his Return into his own Country. | , 


How often have we two 
( Asinconſiderate Souldiersdo ) 
Ventur'd our Lives together, when 
We fought to ſerve Ambitious men, 
Who for Dominion did contend, 
And had no other Law but Might, 
That could determine which had right, WS | 


| Y dear Comrade and chiefeſt Friend, | | 
: 
| 


Vhat bleſſed Star has brought thee home 
Z To pleaſant Italy, 
Made thee a Citizenagain of Rome, 
Where thou thy Gods mayſt ſee, 

And thy dear Friends, and chiefly me ; 
hom thy Arrival does revive, 
oncern'd to live now thou'art alive ?* 


dk IL, 


any a Summers day have we 
In Frolicks paſt away, 
ur Heads with Garlands Crown'd, 
"While we to raiſe our Souls, 
With over-flowing Bowls 
Of ſpritely Wine, drank ſwiftly round. 


O Varw that Philippic fight! 
When Cz2ſar won the day! 
=} And our whole Army put to flight: 
Down we our Arms did caſt, 
And baſely ran away (o faſt, 
As if we were in haſte: 
While thoſe that would not runnor yield, 
Were by th' inſulting Conquerors kill'd : 
'J* | And ſo met grinning Honour in the Field, ,, 


| Mounted upon the wings of Fear, 
' Which me did through their Army bear, 
I flew like Lightning through the Air: 
And being got out of harms way 
I had the grace to ſtay. 
While thou-no ſooner wert got free, 
- But th' itch of fighting hurried thee | 
by ' Into the Camp as formerly : The 
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The waves of War made thee their wrack, 
Firſt ſpued thee out, then ſuck'd thee back, 


Now offer Sacrifice to Jove, 
And thank thoſe bleſſed Powers above; 
And then thy aged Limbs, which are 
Tir'd with a continued War, 
Repole in Safety here 
In my ſweet Groves of Laurel, where 
No Danger hes or Fear. 
Sparenot the Bottles, for they did attend 
Thy coming, my ingenious Friend; 
My ſelf and all my Houle is thine, 
We'll fill our Goblers with rare Wine. 


-Of Cares and Buſineſs we'll nere think, 


But laugh, and fing, and dance, and drink, 
And our Cheeks with Ointments ſhine; 
Old Stories we'll with Joy repeat, 
But all paſt Miſeries forget, 
And fear no more to come, 
Chaplets of Myrtle and ſweet Flowers 
Shall crown their cheerful Brow. 


Book It 


f 
7 


Boy, bringthe Dice that we may throw, 


Who ſhall a Brimmer firſt begin ; 
The Dice and Wine we'll mingle ſo, 
Till both of us are in and in. 


We'll have our Frolicks and our Freaks, 
And though we're Romans drink like Greeks, 
That man's no Company for me, 
That wo'n't ſometimes unbend 
His thoughtful Brows; I love to be 
Tranſported, when I treat my Friend, 


1 
Th * 
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q The ſame Ode Paraphras'd by R.T. 


| L. 
7 Ho ever thought to ſee 
(Wy This Civil Fury at an end ? 
And my moſt conſtant Friend 
Made Denizen again and free ? 
he equal Sharer in my Mirth and Fear, 
When many a ſullen {luggiſh day 
With ſparkling Wine w* have ſpur'd away, 
When many a fatal Arrow's flight 
We ſaw, (uncertain where 'twould light, ) 
And Death himſelt to aggravate our fright 
Fac'd usin all the Vizars he could wear. 


2, 
When wetogether from Phlippi fled, 
Philippi moſt unfortunate! 
Where juſt we ſcap'd the number of the dead, 
And thou went'{t back to court thy Fate: 
I with ſomepaltry Scars 
( Thanks to my lucky Stars ) 
Had fairly quit my Shield ; 
And did not emulate the Praiſe of thole, 
Whom I left ſcrambling with our Foes 
For grinning Honour in the Field. 


3. 
Spend thy toilſome Arms, 
And in this Brimmer drownd 
Ev'ry inharmonious Sound, 
By the Magick of thoſe Charms 

Let us forget we ever felt a Wound: 
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To Jove this Sacrifice I have decreed ;' 
Jove, (though he baftl'd our deſign ) 

For thy Return ſhall have our Than 
Whilſt all their Bottles bleed. 


4 

Here begin my fr{t Oblation, 

Twenty go-downs upon Reputation. 

—And that too, deareſt, fie, 

That Pearl the Gipſie Queens would buy, 
Or the great thing we fought for, Liberty, 
Who talks of Thracian Drinking, let's out-do 

The Dare, the Dutch, and Exgliſh too. 
To gratulate the ſafety of my Friend, 

I'll enter a Debauch, World without end. 


— 


ODE VIII. BySir R. F. 


To BARINE. 


That there is no Reaſon why he ſhould believe he 
when ſhe Swears : For the Gods revenge not th 
Perjuries of handſome Women. 


F any Puniſhment did follow 
J Thy Perjury : If but a hollow 
Tooth, or a ſpeckled Nail, thy Vow 

Should paſs;z but thou 

When thou haſt bound thy Head with (light 
Untwilting Oaths, art fairer by't : 
And like a Comet ſpread'ſt thy Raies, 
The publick Gaze. 
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in Wine, * 


. i A ed een a.” 


KI} 
©1t boots thee to deceive the Ghoſt , 


ZOf thy dead Mother, and ({ti]] boaſt 
ZOf Heav'n with their tern abodes, 


e, 
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And deathlcſs Gods. 
enus but laughs at what is done, 
Her ealie nymphs, and cruel (on, 
On bloody whetſtone grinding ever 

His burning quiver. 
New ſuitors daily are inrol'd, 


ZE New ſervants come, nor do the old 


ot th 


| ſt 


*Forſake their impious Miſtreſs door, 


Which they forlwore. 
Thee Mothers for their Fillies dread, 
Thee gripple Sires, and Wives new wed, 
Leſt thy bewitching breath ſhould fray 
Their Lords away. 


" — __————— 
— -_ — — — ——O—— — — — _— —C——— - 


ODE IX. BySirT. H. 


ToVALCIUS. 


That now at length he would deſiſt to deplore kis de- 
ceaſed Mylte. 


He ſwelling Cloudsnot always pours 

- Onrupged bclds, impetuous ſhowers; 
Nor Caſpian Sea (Valeins bclov'd ) 
Whith boy ſ{trous ſtorms is cver mov'd: 
'Noron Armenia's bordring (hore , 
Dull Ificles ſtand always hore : 
Orgarden-groves with Nortk-windsriv'd. 
Or are Aſh-trecs ofleaves depriv'd. X 

ou 
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You ſtill in mournfull ſort complain, 
That death hath your dear Myſte {lain ; 
Your love («ts not, if Veſper riſe, 

Nor when from Phebus, Heſper flies : 
But thrice-age'd Neſtor did not (till, 
Tears, for Artilochus diſtill : 

Nor Parents, nor ſad Siſters, ever 

To wail young Tro:lus perſever, 

Ceaſe then at length thy ſoft complaint, 
And in our ſongs, now let us paint ' b 
Great {eſars Trophies, and command, 
And how conjoyn'd to conquer land. 
The Median (tream, and Nyphate (trong, 
In lefler channels run along, 

And Gelons to leſs limits ty'd, 

In tar more ſtraightned Fields do ride. 


ODE X. BySirR. F. 
To LICINIUS. 


That Mediocrity, and Equality of the mind, in both 


Fortunes, are to be retained. 


T He ſafeſt way of life, is neither 
To temptthe deeps, nor whilſt foul weather 
You fearfully avoid, toonear 
| The ſhore to ſteer. 
He that affe&tsthe Golden Mear, : 
Will neither want a houſe that's clean, | 
Nor ſwell unto the place of ſhowers, 


His envy'd Towers. 
The 
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® The Tempeſt doth more often ſhake 
Huge Pines: and lofty turretstake - 
$ The greateſt falls: and Thunder lops 
| The mountain tops. 
A mind which true proportion bears, 
In adverſe hopes, in proſperous fears 
The other lot. Jove Winters brings, 
l And Jove gives Springs. 
© It may be well, if now'tis 11] 
© Sometimes Apol/owith his quill, 
* Wakes his dull Harp, and doth not ever 
| Make ule of s Quiver. 
In boy(trous Fortuneply thy Oar, 
And tug it {toutly to the ſhore 3 
Contract in too auſpicious Gales 
Thy ſwelling fails. 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode by $. W: 


| VA Pu you a conſtant fortune keep, 
Licinizs? Truſt not the falſe Deep; 
And though black ſtorms begin to roar, 
As little truſt the ſoore, 
' The man who loves the golden mear, 
thee Has his earth neat, and houſe ſwept clean: 
Below't he envies not the Court, 
Above't he cares not for't. 
Winds oft'neſt tear the lofty Pzxe, 
While its low growth defends the Vize 3 
Huge Piles in greatelt ruines fall, 
And Thunder levels all: 


The F 2 A 


both 


A gallant breſt hopes well at worſt, 
A change will come, though't be long firſt; 
And when tis come, he fears the beſt, 
| And dares not think of reſt, 


This Heav'n will teach us every year, 

II inter has Summer in the rear, 

And when the Ebbe doth run moſt low, | 
The Tide ere long will flow # 


Though 'tis bad now,*twill ſoon beſpent, 
Apolls's bow's not alwaies bent, 
But ſometimes he'l the Maſe bid fing, 

And touch a better ſtirng. 


When Fates are croſs, then conraze ſhow, 
Be wiſe when gales more proſpe: ous blow 3 
Strike fail, and'put not too far out, 

The wind may turn about. 


OD E XI. ByT. H. 
ToQUINTUS HIRPINUS. 


Cares laid aftde, It us live merrily. 


7 Hat the Cartubrian ſtout, or Scythian think, 
Divided from us by rough Adria's brink - 
( Lrintus Hirpinus ) donot thou inquire 
Nor tor life's ule, which little doth defire, 
Be too ſolicitous. Sleek youth apace 


Halt's hence away, and with it beauties grace, 
Dry- 


in k, 


rink - 


Dry- 
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Dry-aged hoarincſs which furrows deep 
Diſpelling amorous fires, and gentle lleep. 

The Summer Flow'rskeepnot their Native grace, 
Nor ſhines the bright Moon, with a conitant face. 
Why dot thou vex thy mind, ſubordinate 

Unto the counſels of Eternal Fate ? 

Why under this high Plane, or Pine-trees ſhade 
In diſcompoſed manner, carelcts laid 

Anoint not we, and then to drink prepare? 

Free Bacchus diflipates conſuming care. 

But (oh) what Boy Falernian wine's hot rage 
Will ſoon for me, with Fountain ſtreams aflwage ? 
Or, who will Lyde wilh from cloſe rerire 
Hither to come? Boy with her Ivory lyre 
Bid her make haſte, and like Laconian maids 
Tie her neglected hair 1n careleſs braids. 


4- —_ —_ -  — — _—_———————— — —— 2 ——— 


ODE XII. Pariphrasd By R.N. 
ToMACENAS. 


E that in verſe would to the world declare 

The deedsof Souldiers,and the rage of War, 
Would Hannibals Noble Artempts rclate, 
And tell his Countries and his own fad Fate, 
Muſt run them in a brave Heroick vein 
Not ling them in a gentle Lyrick {train. 
The March and Charge don'theſoft Har become, 
But the loud Trumpet, and theratling Drum: 
He that the toils of Her: u/es would thew, 


How here the cruel Lapithites he flew 
And there the monſtrous Centarrs overthrew, ) 
F 2 How 
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How he ſubdu'd thoſe Giants, that durſt make 
Wars' gainſt the Gods, and cauſe ev'n Jovetoſhake, 
Muſt cauſe it in a Verle and (tile to run | 
Great, like the Man, and Actions he hath done. ©: 
Thus mult the mighty Ceſars Triumphs be 

In numbers told, that look asbig as he 3 

When Captive Kings his harneſs't ſteeds become, 
Todraw his Chariot through the ſtreets of Rowe. © 


2 
But he whoſe Muſe of Love would (ing, 
Muſt touch it on a gentleſtring, 
And when he'l praiſe his Ladieseye, ( afigh: 
Each word mult drop a tear, each verſe mult breath 
It of her Heart he durſt to ſpeak, 
He muſt do't fo as it his own would break. 
Her Dancing, and his Verſe muſt meet 
With comely Grace, and equal feet, 
Her very jelts mult be expreſt 
As they were Oracles at lealt, 
His Muſe muſt fo commend her hair 
As if thoſe curled treſſes were 
Of greater value than the Indies are. 
Muſt ſpeak, it ſhe a frown but caſt, 
' Words fo, as if they were his laſt, 
Till by a ſmile or kiſs ſhe doth reſtore 
New lifeto himthat was adying jult before. 


ODE 13 
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ODE XIII. By Sir R. F. 
Toa Tree, by whoſe fall in his Sabine Villa, he was like 


to have been ſlain. 


That no man can ſufficiently underſtand what to a- 
void : From thence he ſlides into the praiſes of 
Sappho and Alczus. 


Planter with a ( ) was he 
"\ That with unhallowed hand ſet thee, 

A trap for the ſucceeding race, 
And ingominy of the place. 

He might as well have hang'd his Sire, 
Or prattis'd all the Poyſon dire 
Medeatemper'd, or have ſhed 
His Gueſts blood (leeping in his bed ; 

Or if a worſe crime may be found, 
As to place thee upon my ground, 


- Unlucky wood); thee, ſtagg ring trunk, 


To brain thy Maſter when th'art drunk. 

No man knows truly what to ſhun; 
The Punick Sea-man fears to run 
Upon ſome Shelf, but doth not dread 
Another Fate over his head : 

The Souldier, Shafts, and Parthiar fight : 
The Parthian chains and Roman might. 
But Death had ſtill, and (till will have 
A thouſand back-waies to the grave. 

How near was I Hel/s Jaundied Queen, 
And Minos on the Bench thave ſeen, 
And thedeſcrib'd Ely/an ſhades? 


And Sappho, of her Country-maids 
F4 Coms 


72 ODES. Book ILh 


Complaining on /Eolian wire? 
And the Alcens, with gold lyre 
In tuller notes thundering a Fight, 
Ratling a ſtorm, fluttering a fliyht ? 
Both (worthy of a ſacred pauſe ) 
The pious Ghoſts hear with applaulc: 
But moſt the Fiehts, and T yrants tears, 
The ſhouldring throng drink with their ears, 
What wonder, when th' infernal hound, 
With three heads, liſtens to that ſound : 
The furies ſnakes their curls unknit , 
Nor find revenge fo ſweet as it. 
'Tis lay-day too, with Pelop's fire 
And him that ſtole tr»m Heaven the hre, 
Orion ev'n his hunting leaves, 
And greater pleaſure thence receives, 


ODE XIV. By R. F. 
ToPOSTHUMUS. 

That Death connot be avoided. 
A H Poſthumys ? the years of man 


Slide on with winged pace, nor can 
Vertue reprieve her triend 
From wrinkles, age, and end. 
Not, though thou bribe with daily blood 
Stern Ds, who with the Styezaz Flood 
' Doth CGerion ſurround, 
And T:tizs Acres bound, 
Sad Flood, which we muſt ferry all 
That fecd upon this earthly ball, 


( 
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"* From the King to the poor 
Beggar that howlsat door. 
In vain avoid weMars's fury, 
And breaking waves that kill and bury: 
In vain the ſickly falls, 
Fruitful of funerals. 
Viſit we mult the footie ſhore 
"Ot dull Cocytws, th' empty (tore 
Of Daunws wiked flock, 
And Siſyphs reltleſs rock. 
Thou mult forgo thy lands and goods, 
And pleaſing wife: Nor of thy woods 
Shall any follow thee, 
But the ſad Cypreſs.tree. 
Thy worthy heir {hall then carouſe 
Thy hoarded wines, and waſh the houſe 
With better Sack than that 
Which makes the Abbots fat. 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, by SW. 


— 


I 
T Ime ( Poſt hunms ) goes with full ſail, 
Nor can thy honeſt heart avail 
A turrow'd brow, Old-age at hand, 
Or Death uncongquer'd to withſtand : 
One long night, 
Shall hide this light 
From all our fight, 
Andequal Death 
Shall few days hence, ſtop every breath, 
Though 


rom 


4? 
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2, f 
Though thou whole Hecatombs ſhould'ſt bring þ 
In honour of th' Infernal King, 
Who Geryon and Titio bold, 
In chains of Stygiax waves doth hold : 
He'l not prize, 
But more deſpiſe 
Thy ſacrifice: 
Thou Death muſt feel 
'Tis ſo decree'd by the Fatal Wheel. 


3. 
The numerous Off-ſpring ofthe Earth, 
That feed on her who gave them birth ; 
Each birth muſt have it's fimeral, 
The Womb and QUrn's alike to all : 
Kings mult die, 
And as (till lie, 
As thou orT, 
And though they have ; 
Atchievements here, there'snone in th' Grave. F 


© 8 ;- 


4- 
In vain we bloody battels flie, ' 
Or fear to ſail when winds are high ; | 
The Plagne or an infeQious breath, 
When every hour brings a new Death. ( 
Time will mow 
What e're we ſow 35 
Both weal and woe 6 
Shall have an end, | \ 
And this th* unwilling Fates muſt ſend. PY F 
oi 
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: 5. 

» cytits lake thou muſt waft o're 

Thy totter'd boat ſhall touch that ſhore; 

ou Siſyphasere long muſt know, 

And into new acquaintance grow: 
Shalt with life, 

: Leave houſe and wife, 

® Thylovesand ſtrife, 

x And have no tree, 

But the ſad Cypreſs follow thee. 


4 6, 
lean while thy heir ſhall nobly quaff, 
* What thou with hundred locks keptl(t ſafe, 
Cecuban wines, and waſh the floor 
With juice would make an Emperor roar: 
'Twill bethy lot, 
Queſtion it not, 
> To be forgot 
| With all thy deeds, 
VE. \E re he puts on his Mourning weeds. 


| O Þ E XV. By Sir R. F, 
| Againſt the Luxury of his Age. 


Ur Princely piles will ſhortly leave 
But little lands for ploughs to cleave: 
Ponds out-ſtretch Lucrine ſhores, 
Unmaried Sycamores 
Supplant the Elms. The Vrlet Roſe, 
*With all the junketsof the Noſe, 


Car } Perfume 


% 
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Perfume the Olive-yards, 

Which fed their former Lords: 
And Daphne twiſts her limbs to ſhun 
The Suns rude Courtſhip. Not ſo done 

By Cato's Precedent, 

And the old Regiment. 

Great was the Commonwealth alone, 
The private ſmall. No wide Balcor 
Meaſur'd with private ſquare 
Gap'd for the Norths cool air. 
Nor the next turf might men reject; 
Bid at the Publick Charge terect 
Temples and Towns, alone, 
Of beautifulnew ſtore. 
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ODE XVI. By Sir R. F. 
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To GR OSPHUS. 

That tranquillity of the mind is wiſht by all : But t 
the ſame'is not purchaſed by heaping up Riches, ® 
obtaining Honours, but by bridling the deſires. | 


Viet! the trembling Merchant cries, 


Into Ecean Seas driven far : Al 

When the moon winks, and he deiſcries 
No guiding ſtar. 

Oriet! In war the Thracian bold ; T\ 

Quiet! the Medes with quivers dight ; G: 

Not tobe bought with ge-rs, nor gold, Al 


Nor pryple bright, 
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Pr "tis not wealth, nor armed troops, 
Sn tumults of the mind remove, 
d Cares, which about fretted roofs 
Hover above. 
is little's much, whoſethrifty board 
Mincs with a ſalt that was his fires : 
hoſe eafie {leeps nor fears diſturb, 
F Nor baſe defires. 
Why in ſhort life cternal care ? 
\ hy changing for another Su ? 
Who having ſhun'd his nativeair, 
2 Himſelf could ſhun? 
ake horſe, rude care will ride behind ; 
Imbarque, into thy ſhip ſhe crouds: 
Blceter than Stags and the Eaſt-wind 
8 Chafing the Clouds. 
et minds of any joy pollelt, 
ecten with that whatever gall 
8 mixt ; No foul that ere was bleſt, 
g Was bleſt in all. 
But tf be fam'd Achilles timeleſs dy d, 
bes, Wd Tithon did his bliſs outlive, 
25, And Chance, what ſhe to thee deny'd, 
To me may give. 
hundred flocks about thee bleat, 
nd fair S:cilian heifers low; 
o thee large neighing Mares curvet: 
In ſcarlet thou, 
Twice-dipr, art clad. Indulgent fate 
Gave mea grange; a verſing vein 
A heart which (1njur'd cannot hate, 
1 But can diſdain. 
F 


ODE XVII 
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ODE XVII. By Sir R. F. 
ToMACENAS ſh. 
That he will not live after hin. 


7 Hy doſt thou talk of dying ſo? 
Neither the Gods, nor I'm content, 
Mzcenas, that thou ſhouldlt firſt go, 
My Pillar and great Ornament. 
If thee, the one half of my ſoul, © 
A riper fate ſnatch hence: alas! 
What ſhould I ſtay for, neither whole 
And but the dregs of what I was? 
That day ſhall end us both : Come, come, 
I've ſworn't ; and will not break it neither : 
March when thou wilt tothy long home, 
That journey we will make together. 
Chimera's flames, nor ( where he riſe 
Again) Briarens hundred hands, 
Should keep me back. *Tis juſtice this: 
And inthe Book of fate it ſtands. 
Werel or under Libra born, 
Or Scorpio my aſcendant be 
With grimaſpe&, or Capricorn 
(The Tyrant of the Latian Sea : ) 
Our ſtars do wondroully conſent. 
Benigner Jove repriev'd thy breath 
When Saturn was malevolent, 
And clipt the haſty wings of Death, 
In _ Theater when thee 
hrice the rejoycing people clapt 
A falling Trink bad >. 97" r 
Between if Fannxs had not ſtept, 


he guardian of Mercurial men, 
2 Pay thou an ample ſacrifice, 
ind build the Chappel thou vow'd(t then ; 
For me an humble Lambkin dies. 


O D E XVIIL BySir T.H. 


. e mm himpelf to be contented with a little , 
” while others are wholly addifed to their deſires, and 
-” inoreaſe of riches, as if they ſhould always live, 


7O guilded roof, nor Ivory Fret, 
For ſplendor in my houſeis ſet 3 
or are beams from Hymettia ſought, 
olie a-thwart rich Columns, 'brought 
rom'Africkz nor I heir unknown, 
ake Attalus his wealth, mine own. 
o honeſt Tenants wives you ſee, 
aconian purples weave for me: 
loyal heart, and ready vein 
fwit I have, which doth conſtrain 
Rome's riche(t men to ſeek the love 
fme though poor : Nor gods above 
ol invoke for larger ſtore ; 
or of Mzcenas ask | more. 
o me my ſingle Sabine field, 
Sufficient happineſs doth yield. 
One day thruſts on another faſt, 
And new Moons tothe wane do haſt. 
hen death (perhaps) is near at hand, 
Thou faireſt Marbles doſt command 
Be cut for uſe, yet doſt negle&t 
TT by grave, and houſes (till erect; 
i N ay 


, 
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Nay would ſt abridge the vaſt Seas ſhore, 
Which loudly doth at Baie roar : 
Enriched little, leſs content, © 
With limits of the Continent. 3 
Why often pull't thou up the bounds, + 
T enlarge the circuit of thy grounds, 

hy Encroaching far from Contines known, 

kb # To make the neighbouring field thine own ? 

Ts 114 The husband, wite, and fordid brood, 

#1 With antient houſhold gods, that ſtood 
"19 44 In quiet peace, mult be expell'd : 

{2.49 Yetisnot any Manſion held 

For the rich Land-lord, fo afſur'd, 
As deep in Hell to be immuy'd. 
Then whither do you further tend ; 
TH indifferent earth an equal friend, 
As willingly opens her womb, 
"24 For Beggars grave, as Princes tomb. 
44. Gold could of Charon not obtain, | 

1 To bear Promethews back again. 
Proud Tartalns, and all his ſtock, 
Death, with the bands of fat- doth lock : 
And call'd, or not call'd ready (tards, 
To free the poor from paintull bands. 


4, > 5; a mam 
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ODE XIX. Paraphras'd by T. F. 
Being half foxt be praiſeth Bacchus, 


N a blind corner jolly Bacch#s taught 
The Nymphs, and Satyrs Poetry, 
My ſclf (a thing ſcarce to be thought) 

Was at that time a ſtander by. 
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ZAnd fiever nce, the whim runs in my head, 
With heavehly frenzy I'm on fire; 
= Dear Bacchus let me not be puniſhed 
* forraving, whenthou did'it inſpire. 
*Extatically drunk, I now dare ling 
> Thy bigot Thyades, and the fource.. ., 
** Whence thy brisk Wine, Hony,and Milk did ſpring, 
' Enchanell'dby thy Sceprters force. 
| Bold as I am, I dare yet higher fly, 
And ſing bright Ariedxne's crown, 
Rejoyce to ſee bold Perthens deſtinie, 
And grave Lzcurgus turhbled down. 
| Rivers, ahd Seas thine Empire all obey, 
When thou thy ſtandard do'lt advance; 
> Wild Mountaineers, thy Vallals, trim, and gay 
In tune and time (tagger a dance, 
: Thou when great Jove began to fear his throne 3 
(Inno ſmall danger then he was ) 
The mighty RE#cxs thou did'(t pits upon, 
And of that Lion mad'ſt an Als, 
- *Tis true, thy talent is not war, but mirth; 
The Fiddle, notthe Trumpct, thine; 
Yet did'(t thou bravely lay about thee then; 
Great Moderator, God of Wine. 
—— And whento Hellin triumphthou did'(t ride 
Ore Cerberus thoudid'(t prevail, 
The filly Curr; Thee for his Maſter own'd, 
And like a Puppy wagg'd his tail, 


aw —— 


G ODE XX. 
Ani. 
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ODE XX. By Sir T. H. 
HORACE furned into a ſwan, will fly all ove 


the world ; whence he promijeth the immortality 
his Poeſie. 
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Two-fold Poet, through the liquid skie, 

\ Iwith a ſtrong unuſual wing will flie: 
No longer ſhall I of the Earth partake, 
But out of Enviesreach the World forſake, 
I am not ifjned of Tgnoble ftrain, 
Nor whom Mzcernas pleaſeth to retain | 
Under the title of belov'd ſhall die, 
Or in the Stygian lake forgotten hie. 
Now, now, upon my legs arugged skin 
Is over-{pread, and I a Swan am ſeen : 
Upward transform'd; a light and downy plume, 
My fingers, and wing'd ſhoulders now aſſume. 
And now a ({brill-tuned Bird become, I['le ſoar 
And much more ſwift than I carss, explore 
The Libyan Syrtes, and the murmurwg {and 
Of Boſphor (traights, and Hyperborean land. 
Me Colchos, and the Dacian, who doth faign | 
Fear of the Marſar's arms, {hall entertain; | 
Gelons remote, and they who on the briak J 
Of Iber dwell, or Rhodanns do drink. x 
Baniſh from my thin Herſe your fum'ralmoans, 
Your ill bemoaning tears, complaints, and groats 
Clamor fotbear, or fondly to confer 
The ncedleſshonour of a Sepulcher: 


A Þr: 


. 
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A Parapbraſe on the ſame By R.N. 


l 
/ ove Xcellent Poetry ! whoſe noble flight, 
litys'; [*, Soars up beyond the Vulgars ſight, 
+ Whillt through thoſe undiſcovered Paths above 
The Fanlie doth unſeen, and quick like Angels 
be, 7 his mounts the Poets Soul fo high (move, 
Above the ſordid Earth below, 
And all its Flatteries, and Envies too, 
Whilſt others in the Dirt do ly 
Bcſpatter'd with the ſoil of foul mortality. 
3. 
He that's a Poet, and is truly fo, 
Needs neither Wealth, nor Birth to go 
Before him to: proclaim his worth ; 
For his Noble Fancies ſet hirh forth. 
lume, Ler them whoſe more Indulgent Fate 
C Gives them huge Titles, or a great Eſtate, 
ar -Becaule they 've nothing <I{c, glory in This Or 
He (ects up on his own great ſtock of Wir,{ That; 
And grows more truly Noble, and morerich by it, 
Becomes both honour'd and belov'd by Kirgs; 
1 | Whilſtinhislofty ſtyle he their great Actions ſings 3 
' And whenhedies, to his Eternal Fame ( Name 
Leaves Treaſures in his works,andan. Immortal 


g. 
IS, He comes into the World, as others do, 
rOals As Naked and as Helpleſs too ; 
Till he by Time, and the propitious Heat 
Of Arts and Sciences ſome ſtrength doth get, 
| And when his Muſe more fledg doth grouv, 
A Pr) G 2 VWiuh 
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W ithFancies ſmooth and ſoft as Down 
Ot ſwans becomes o're grown. 

C{ The Youth now touch't with Love 
Not any's Fate as much as his) ( move 
Through all its Labyrinths, how pleaſant doth h; 
And with rich Words & Metaphors doth Beaut 
(much impron: 
Making ev'n Love it ſelf more lovely then it) 


4+ 
Paſt his adventure, now bis Muſe begins 
To find (as well as Downy Feathers)wings, 
With Fancies vigorous and ſtrong 
Through the regardleſs world ſhe pours alon; 
And notice takes of Men, and Things, 
Becomes with Lands and Seas familiar, 
If in a Calm ſhe doth at Anchor ly, 
How {moth and gentle her Expreflions are ? 
But if through ſtorms ſhe chance to fly, 
How buſtlingareher words, her Verſe how hig] 
With 1 becoming Pride ſometimes her Flight 
She takes above the loftieſt Mountains height, 
And then with a more lowly ſtrain 
Sheſtoops down to the humble Plains 
Irito the camp ſhe ruſhes, where ſhe ſhews 
How herethe conquer'd fly, and there the Cor 
( querour purſues 
She ranges all the World about, and thene 
Extracts its very Quinteſſence. 
Her Center'severy where.but no where her Cit 
5. ( cumferenc: 
. Brave Man ! But yet ( oh Pity! ) Chou muſt dy 
Acid inthe Duſt muſt undiſtmguiſht ly, 
Throw! 
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Thrown in amongſt the Ruines of Mortality, 
But yet thy foul doth upward fly, 
Regardleſs of our Tears below, 
Which wein vain upon thy Herſe beſtow, 
In vain we weep, in vain we cry, 
Invain our loſs we do bemoan: 
+ All wecando, is on thy Grave 
Cover'd with fomeneglected ſtone, 
To writeſome necdlels Epitaph, 
Only that when 
Thoſe that ne'er knew thee living paſs that way, 
Viewing the faid Inſcription, may 
Read an Hic Jaret Corpus, — Or an ORare Ben— 


The End of the Second Book. 
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BOOK IIL 


O DE I. BySirR. F. 


That 2 happy man is not made by Riches or Honour: | 
but 5y tranquillity of the mind. 


Room for a Frieſt of Helicon : 
I fing to noble Girls and Boys 
Such wer/es as were never known, | 
Fear'd Kings command on their own Ground; 
The King commanding Kings 1s Jove: 
Whoſe Arm the Giants did confound, 
Whoſe awtul brow doth all things move. 
One man may bea greater Lord 
Of land than other : this may ow 
A noble Pedigree: a third 
In partsand fame may both out-go : 


J's Lay-vuigar : make no noiſe, 


- 


A fourth. 
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A fourth in Clients out>vise all. 
Neceflity in a vaſt Pot 


| Shuffling the names of great and ſmall, 
' Draws every one's impartial lot. 


Over whoſe head hangs a drawn ſword, 
Him cannot pleaſe a Royal feaſt : 

Nor melody of late or bird, 
Gives to his eyes their wonted relt. 

Sleep, gentle fleep, ſcorns not the poor 
Abiding of the Plough-man : loves 
By ſides of Rivers ſhades obſcure : 

And rockt with Weſt-winds, Tempe Groves. 

That man to whom enough's enough, 
Nor raging ſeas trouble his head, 

Nor fell Ar@urns ſetting rough, 
Nor fury of the riſing Kid : 

Nor hail-ſmit Vines and years of Death 
Sometimes the too much wet in fault, 
Sometimes the ſtars that broil the earth, 
Sometimes the Winter that was naught. 

The Fiſh fear (tifling in the ſea, 
Damm'd up. The Maſter builder and 
His men, the Land-fick Lord too, he 
Throws rubbiſh in with his own hand. 

But fear and dangers haunt the Lord 
Into all places: and black Care 
Behind him rides: or, if on board 
A ſhip, *tis his companion there. 

If Marble keep not Feavers out, 

Nor purple rayment help the blind, 

Nor Perſiaz Oynttnents cure the gout, 

Nor Maſſick Winesa troubled mind : 
G4 
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With 
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With envied poſts in faſhion ſtrange 

Why ſhould I raiſe a ſtately pile ? 

My Sabine vale why ſhould I change 

For wealth accompani'd with toil ?; 


> — — 


O D E Il. By Sir T.H, 
To his Friends. 


Boys are to be enured from their tender age, to poverty, BF 
warfare, and painful life. | 


þ 

Et th' able youth himſelf enure, | 
} _, By ſharp wars taught, want to endure: ( 
And mounted on his horſe, with ſpear, l 
Confront bold Parthiazrs , tree from fear | 


Let him expos'd to open air, & 
Live, and attempt the hard'ſt affair : 6 
Whom when ſome warlike Tyrants Queen, y 6 
Or Virgin marriage-ripe hath ſcen, hb 


Afar from hoſtile walls, may cry 
With (ſighs, which from ſad pafſion fly ; 
O, that my Royal Lord, untrain\l, 
In Martial feats, would be reſtrain'd, 
Not by 6-rce Conibats fatal (troke, 
That wrath f..] Lion to provoke, 
Wiombloody Anger'sdireful rage, 
In thickeſt langhters doth engage. 
*Ttisa (we-cr, ar.d noble gain, 
Try Cour tics quarrelto beflain. is 
+h the ſwift flying man purſues - Þ 
+dy [tzps: Nor doth he uſe 
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To ſpare from unavoided wrack, 
Youths ſupple hams, or fearful back. 
FVertue, that ne're repulfe admits, 
In taintleſs honours, glorious ſits, 
Nor takes, or leaveth Dignities, 

Rais'd with the noiſe of vulgar cries. 
ertue (to worth heav'n opening wide) 
ZDauntleſs, breaks thorough ways deny'd, 

= And ( taught) the Rabble to deſpiſe, 
erty, EForſaking earth to heaven flies, 

Yea truſty ſlence 1s not barr'd, 

From having a deſerv'd reward. 

He, who to blab the holy Rites, 

Of fecret Ceres Fane delights, 

* Under the ſame roof ſhall not be, 
{ Nor in frail Veſlel fail with me, 
-* Oft Jovenegleed makes the juſt 
*«To {mart with thoſe are ſtain'd with luſt : 
- * Seldom revenge, though ſlow of pace, 
® Leaves il fore-going men to trace. 


- 


IL. K® 


OD & III. By Sir R. F. 


ASpeech of Juno at the Council of the Gods, concern- 

* ing theendingof the iVar of Troy; and the begin- 

ning which the Roman Empire ſhould take from the 
Trojans, 


N honeſt and reſolved man, 
| Neither a pe ples tumule can, 
| Neither a Ty rants ir-{ (nation, 
Un-center from his alt toundation 
To # Nor 


bv 
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Nor ſtorms that from the bottommove 
The Adrian (ea, nor thundring Jove : 
If the crackt Orbdes would (plit and fall, 
Cruſh him they would, but not appall. 
Pollux, and wandring Hercules, 


Gain'd Heaven by fuch ways as theſe : ' 

"Mongft whom Azexſtzs, leaning (ips F 

Immortal Ne&ar with red lips. ( 
This way deferving Bacchws clomb 

The high Olympus with his own ] 

Tam'd Tigers which Ambroſia feed, 

And Romulus on Mars his [teed : 
Pleas'd Juno ſpeaking a good word 

On his behalf, at Council-board. ( 

Troy, Troy, (through mine, and Pallas grudge) K' 

A fatal and adult'rous Judge, ( 


And forrein woman overthrew , | 
With its falſe King and Damned Crew, : | 
Becauſe Laomedon forſook | 
The Gods, and brake the Oath he took. ? 

The Spartan Strumpets famous gueſt 
Is now no more jewell'd and dreſs : 
No more doth Priams perjur'd houſe # 
Reſiſt bold Greeks by Hedtors proweſs : * 

And wars which 7 inflam'd are done ; : 
My wrath then, and the Trojan Nu 7 
's abhorred Off-ſpring, here I give 1 
To's father Mars that he ſhould live x? 

In bowers of light, ſuck Ne@ar-bowl-s, ; 
And be tranſcrib'd into the rolls 'T 
Of quiet Gods, Iwill abide, q 
So 5h as ſpacious ſeas divide 


"Y| 


| 
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llium and Rome 3 ſo long as beaſts 
0s Priamus ard Paris _ 

Inſult, and (undiſturb'd) the wild 
help in their tombs; let the exil'd 
Reign great in any other land : 

The Capitol refulgent ſtand; 

And awful Rome with ſeven proud heads 

Give Laws to the triumphed Medes: 
Rouzing her ſelf, let her extend 

Her dreadful name to the worlds end ; 

IWhere mid-land ſeas part Africks ſoil 

From Europe, to the s of Nile 3 
More valiant to deſpiſe hid gold, 

(Which wiſely Nature did with-hold) 

Tha force it to mans uſe, by ſack, 

Of temples, or by Natures wwrack. 
Whatever corner would impeach 


Herprogreſs, that let her Sword reach . 
 Viſt the ſtores of ſnow and hail, 


Aud where exceſſrve heats prevail. 
Vet war/ike Romans deſtiny, 


: On this condition I decree, 
* That they (too pions, and grown high) 
© Shall not re-build their Mother Troy. 


With Troy ! Troy's fate ſhall be reviv'd 


* And all ber ominous birds retriv'd, 
* When ſecond wars our ſelf will move, 
| — and the Wife of Jove. 


If 


hoebus harp a Brazen wall 


: Should thrice ere&, thrice it ſhould fall 


Iliun 


(Raz'd by my Greeks) the wife, in chain 
Thrice mourn her ſons and hsband ſlain. 


But 
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But whither ſaucy Muſe? Theſe things 
Agree not with the Lutes ſoft ſtrings, 
The words of gods ceaſe to repeat, 
And with ſmall voice matters ſo grear. 


ODE IV. By Sir R, F. 


The Poet faith, That he hath been delivered fro;y n 
ny dangers by the help of the Mules 5 And thati 
bath gone ill with all who have attewpted any thix 
againſt the gods 

Eſcend Thalia with a fong 
From heaven; my Queen, I'd have it Jong 

To the ſhrill pipe or to the flute, 

The viol or Apelo's Jute. 

Do'ſthear ? or do [ ſweetly rave? 
Jhear in yonder trees, which wave, 

Thy ruſtling robe, and in that ſpring 

Fhe tuning of thy filver ſtring. 

Me, am'rous turtles (Puets theme) 

As by my native Avfias [tream, 

A child opprefs'd with (leep and play, 

Under 3 Mountain fide I lay, 

Fearleſs (for what hath he to fear, 
Who from his birth was Heavens care ? }) 
With facred Bays and Myrtle boughs, 
On which no Beaſt did ever browſe, 4 

Covered, leſt Snakeor ugly Bear, ; 
Should ao me hurt as I (lept there; | 
Whichſet the neighb'ring Fields at gaze, 
As wondring what ſhould be the cauſe. 

Whether I mount the Sabize hill, 

Or with cold ſprings Prereſie chill, 
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Or me the healing Bath allures ; 

Where-ere Fam: Myſes I'm yours. 
Friend to your ſprings, with your ſongsrapt, 

At loſt Philippi Field I ſcap't 3 

The fall of my own curſed Tree, 

And ſhipwrack in Sicilian Sea. 

* Go you with me, Tle(dreadlefs) try 
The Boſphorus that threats the skie, 

And (travelling) defie the thir- 

Sty Syrian ſand ro do their worlt. 
Viſit the Britains fierce toſtrangers, 

The horſe-fed Thracians bloody mangers, 

The Scythians, whom no Sun doth warm, 

And none of them fhall do me harm. 
Great {eſar, you with martial toil 

| Tird out, and glad to breatha while 

& In Winter quarters with his men, 

* Refreſh in the Pierian Den. 

| Yougivehimmild advice; and well 

| From you he takes it. We can tel], 

The Giants ſelves from all their troop 

Of monſtrous Bulks, were Thunder-ſrook 
By himthat Towns, and dreary Ghoſts, 

' Immortal Gods, and morral hoſts, 

' The (tupid Earth, and reftleſs Main, 

* Doth govern with one equal rein. 

* The horid band and brotherhood, 

- Who(whilſt upon theſe terms they ſtood ) 
Pelion to heap on Ofſa ſtrove, 

; Gavenot a little care to Jove. 

+ But what could Mimas, and the ſtrong, 
Typher's, what Porphyrion long, 


ok 
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What Rhecus, and with __ trunk, 
orn up by th' roots) the fury drunk 
fair 454 _—_— ainſt F 
Minerva's ringing ſhield advanc't ; 
Here the devouring Valcan (tood, 
There Matron Jxno, and the god 
That never lays his Quiver by, 
Bathes1n pure dews of _—_ ] 
B 
h; 


His dangling locks, haunts Delian woods, 
Patros, and Rhodes, and Xanthus floods. 
Uncounſel'd force with his own weight 


Is cruſht; a force that's temperate ! 

Heaven it ſe]f helps: and hatcs to leſs 

Strength that provokes to wickedneſs. | 
This truth Qrioz underſtands, 

And Gyges withthe hundred hands - J: 

He purpoling chaſt Dianas Rape, 1: 

Could not her Virgin-arrows ſcape. 4 


The earth on her own Monſters thrown, 
(Thundred to endleſs night) doth groan 
Over her ſons: Etna doth roar, | 
Burning, and not conſum'd. No more | 

Can T7t«s's heart in vultursclaw , 

Or walſt it ſelf, or fill her maw . 
Offended Projerpine reſtrains b 
Perithous in three hundred chains. 
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LV 


White wooll*rwill never white again : 


ODE V, BySirR. F. 


The praiſes of Auguſtus, the diſhonour of Craſſus, the 
conſtancy of Regulus, and his retarn to the Car- 
thaginians. 


Ove governs heaven with his nod : 
] Anenſtus is the earthly God; 
Bold Britains to the Empire bow'd, 
And Perſians, with late trophies proud. 

Could Craſſas ſouldier lead his life 

Yok'd baſely with a harbarous wite? 
And with Foe Fath*r-1n-law grow gray 
In Arms, under a Medians pay ! 

| (O fathers! and degenerate ſhame ! ) 


{His blood forgotten and hisname, 
Eternal Veſta, and the Gown, 
” Whilſt there was yet a Jove, and Rome! 


This fear'd wile Regulus his mind, 


And fo the baſe Accord declin'd, 
| Weighing the conſequence, unleſy 


The Captive Youth dy'd pitileſe. 

| ſaw-(quoth he) our enſigns (tuck 
In Pwnick tanes, without a ſtroke, 
Souldiers diſarm'd, and Citizens 


| Their free hands bound behind with chains. 


And the Ports open, and that field 


' Which Romans had incampr on, till'd, 


All this I ſaw. Redeem'd with gold 
They'l grow, belike, in fight more bold. 
Buy not iniquity. Asſtain 
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- So, iftrue Vertue fall, deſpair 
To ſtop her till the loweſt (tair. 

A Hind out of the Trammels tree, 
Andmake her fight, then ſo will he 
That rendred to a faithlels foe, 
And Carthaginians overthrow 

In ſecond War; That tamely took 
The laſh, and ( Death but named) ſhook, 
Why thele (forgetting whence they came ) 
Confounded war with peace. O ſhame ! 

Great Carthage | thou halt overcome 
The vertue (more than troops ) of Rome, 
His chaſt wite's kiſs, and his ſmall fry 
Of Babes, he's ſaid to have put by, | 

(As being a {lave ) and not t' have took 
From Earth his ſtern and manly look : 
Till he th' unwilling Senate brought | 
To votethe thing that he had ſought. 

Then through his weeping friends he went 
Into a glorious baniſhment. 

Though well he knew what torments were 
Ready prepared for him there 
By Barb'raus men. Yet break through all 
His Kindred, and the crouded Hall. 
To beg of him he would not go, 
No otherwiſe than he would do | 
From Cilents (warms, atter the end 
Of a long Term, going to ſpend 
In ſweet Campania the Vacation, 
And give his mind ſome Relaxation. 


bo reed 
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ODE VI. By Sir T. H. 


To the Romans. 


Of the corrupt manners of that Age. 


Oman, reſolve, thou ſhalt deſertleſstaſt 
Sins ſcourge, for Vice of predeceſlor palt, 

Until] thou do'lt again repair 

Decaied Temples, and make fair 
The falling houſes of the Gods diſgrac'd, 
And cleanſe their images, with ſmoak defac'd. 
To think theeleſs than Gods,thy power commends; 
Hence take beginnings, hither aim thy ends. 

The Gods negle&ted, many woes 
On Italy diſtreſſed, throws. 


| Twice Pacorns, and twice Monejes hand, 
» Our 1nauſpicious armed troops diſband : 


Who with a plenteous prey made glad, 
Tolittle chains more links do add, 
The Daczan and the Aithiop fierce in wars, 


{ Hath almoſt raz't the City, rent with jars! 


One with his Navy formidable, 
With darts the other better able. 


| This age in viceabounding, firſt begins 
Chaſtltocks, and Nuptials to pollute wtth fins: 


The woes which from this tountain flow, 
People, and Countrey over-throw. 


'7 The Maid for Marriage ripe, much joys to learn 
L Ionick, dances, and can well diſcern 


With art to fain, and quickly prove 
The pleaſures of unl-wtul love. 
I Nor 
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Straight made a wife, in Midd'ſt of husbands 
She with young Gallants and Adult rers ſups; (cupy, 
Nor cares to whom ſhe yeilds by ſtealth, 
(When lights are out) loves lawleſs wealth, 
But ask'd doth riſe, her knowing husband by, 
To proſtitute her marriage modeſty 3 
Art Factors call, or Pilots hire, 
Ot luſtful ſhame, a coſtly buyer. 
That youth came not from ſuch Fore-fathers ſtrain, 
Who did the Sea with Punick blood diſtain : 
Not by ſuch handsdid Pyrrhus fall, 
Antiochus, nor Hannibal. 
Bur 1n thoſe days a brave and manly race 
Of ruſtrick ſouldiers lived in this place, 
Well skill'd in Plough, and Sabine Spade, 
And (o to {tri& obedience made, 
That if ſharp Mothers bad, at there return (burn, 
They on there ſhouldicrs brought l-gs hew'd tf 
When Phebxs changed had the mountains ſhade 
And weary unyok'd Oxen homeward made, 
And that night gave their toil diſpence, 
Chaſing the Suns bright chariot hence, 
«What waſteth not with Ti-res devouring rage? 
«Our Fathers life, much worſe than Grandfires 
«Sees us more wicked, to produce (age, 


*An Oft-ſpring fuller of abuſe, 


ODE VI 
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ODE VII. By Sir R. F. 


ToASTERIE. 


Þ He comforts her, being ſad and ſolicitons for the al 
. ſence of her busband. 


Sterie, Why doſt thou mourn 
A For Cyges, ſhortly to return 
On wings of Vernal air, 
Rich in Sicilian War ? 
More rich in faith, He by a blaſt 
After long ſtorms, on Epire caſt, 
His Widow'd nights (teeps there 
In many a watchtul tear. 
Yet Cbloe's ſubtil metlcnger, 
Shewing what ſighs it puls from her, 
arn, & Whilſtin thy Flame ſhe fries, 
4 oh Atbouſand wayes him trics. 
ſhades She tells how the falſe Woman wrought 
Oncredulus Pretxs, till ſhe brought 
A cruel death upon 
Toochaſte Be//erophon. 
ge? | Of Peleys near his fatal hour, 
-o þ Whilſt he ſbunslove, that's arm'd with power : 
(age And (cunning) rakes from dult 
St All precedents for Juſt, 
* In vain: Fordeaf asRockstoPrayer, 
} He's yet unmov'd. But take thou care, 
* Enipens at next dore 
> v1. Donot thy love procure. 
" 'F Thoughnone with betterskill be ſeer: 
To weild a Horſe in Mars his green 3 
H 2 No 
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Nor with more activelimbs 
In Tzburs Channel ſwims. 

Shut to thy gate before it darken, 
Norto his whining Muſick hearken : 
And though he ſti]l complain 
Thou'rt hard, ſtill hard remain. 


ODE VIIL By T. F. Paraphraſed. 
To MECENAS. 


Earned Mzcenas, wonder not thatT, 
(A Batchelor) invoke that Deity, 
W hich at this feaſt the married rout adore, 
And yearly do implore, 
They pray the Gods to make their burthen lig 
And that their yoke-fcllows may never fight : 
I praiſe them, not for giving me a wite, 
But ſaving of my life. 
By heav'n redeem'd, I (capt a falling tree, 
And yearly own that ſtrange dehverie, 
Yearly rejoyce, and drink the briskeſt wine, 
Not ſpill it at their ſhrine. 
Come (my Mzcenas ) let us drink, and thus 
Cheriſh that life, thoſe Pow'rs have given us : 
A thouſand cups to Midwife thisnew birth, 
With inoffenfive mirth, 
No ſtate-affairs nearmy Mzcenas come, | 
Since all arc taln that fought victorious Rome. * 
By Civil broils the Medes, our foes, will fall. 
The weakeſtto the _ 
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Our fierce, and ancient Enemy of Spaiz 
now ſubdu'd, and tamely bears our chain, 
The Savage Scythian too begins to yeild, 

about to quit the neld. 
Bear they the load of Government that can ; 
Thou, fince a private, and good natur'd man, 
Enjoy th' advantage of the prefent Hour, 

For why ſhould'[t thou look ſowr ? 


O D E IX. BySirR. F. 


A Dialogue of Love and Jealoufie, betwixt Horace 
and Lydia. 


Hor. Hil(t I poſſeſtthy love,free fromalarms 
Nor any Youth moreacceptable arms 
n light® About thy Alablaſter neck did fling, 
ht: ® Thv'd more happy than the Perſian King. 
+ Lyd. Whilſt thou ador'ſt not more another face, 
e Nor unto Chloe Lydia gave place ; 
I Lydia, ſoaring on the wings of Fame, 
Eclipſt the Rowan [lia with my name, 


| Hor. Me, ThracianChloe now, rules abſolute, 

ne. þ Skill'd in ſweet Lays, and peerleſs at her Lute: 
* For whom to dieI would not be afraid, 

15: #® It Fates would ſpare me the ſurviving Maid, 

: | Lzd. Me, Cayls rich Or»itho's heir doth (corch 

, © Withareciprocal and equal torch : 
': For whom [| would endure to die twice over, 

e, © It Fates would ſpare me my ſurviving Lover. 


I. |} Hor. What if old Venus ſhould her Doves revoke, 
And curb us ({tubborn) to her Brazen yoke: ; 
H 3 I 
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If bright treſt Chl-e T would henceforth hate, 
And to excluded Lydia ope the Gate ? 

Lyd. Though he be fairer than the Morning ſtar; 
Thou, lighter than a Cork, and madder far 

Than the vext Ocean, when it threats the Skie, 
With thee I'de gladly live, I'de willing die. 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, by J. W. Eſq. 


Hor. \ Hilſt I alone was dear to thee, 
And only chicf in thy embrace, 
No Perſian King liv'd lite to me, 
Or halt ſo bleſt or happy was. 
Lyd. Tillthy love roul'd. and did prefer 
Chloe's new face, *tore Lydia, 
In fame, I (far ſurpaſſing her) 
Was greater than Romes 11:4. 
Hor. Chloe's the Saint I pray to now, 
Sweetly ſhe fings, and plays o'th' Lute, 
For whom, would Deſtiny allow, 
My lite ſhould be a ſubſtirute, 
Lyd. Theſame's young Calais (Ornithu's heir) 
To me, for whom I ſhould be glad 
If T might die, though twice it were, 
Would the ſame Fates but ſpare the Lad. 
Hor. But ſay ! if as before [ burn ? 
fay I once more put on my chain ? 
Chloe ſhak'd off, and Ireturn 
To my firit [ ydia again ? 
Ld. Though he's more glorious than a Star, 
Thou than a Cork more fickle be, 
Or pettiſh than the Sea, I (ware 
Qnce more toliveard die with thee. 
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A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, by T.F. 


Hor. Hile I was lovely in thine eye, 
And while no ſoft embrace but mine 
kie, © Encircled thy fair Ivory neck, 
lie, [ did the Perſtan King out-(hine. 
G Lyd. While Horace was an honeſt Lad, 
Tr And Chloe leſs than Lydia lov'd, 
Lydia was then a matchleſs Laſs, 
Andin a ſphere 'bove 1/z2 mov'd. 
Hor. But Chloe now has vanquiſht me, 
That Lure and Voice who could deny ? 
Methinks might I but ſave herlife, 
[ could my felt even dare to dy. 
Lzd. Young Calais is my Gallant, 
He burns me with his flaming Eye, 
Tofave the pretty villians life, 
F *'Twiceoverl could dare to dy, 
| Hor. But ſay I Lydialov'd agen, 
And would new-braze Loves broken chain ? 
ir} E Sayl ſhould turn my Chlee off, 
| And take poor Lydia home again ? 
| Tyd. Why thenthough He a fixed Star, 
* Thoulighter than a Cork ſhouldi(tbe, 
Mad, and unquiet as the Sea, 
Yet would I hve, and die with thee. 
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ODE X.By R.N. Paraphraſed. 


I. 
Q7: Madam, ſce, how your poor lover lies 
Before your door neglected and forlotn, 
Expog'd to the rage of weather and your ſcorn, 
Both unrelenting Enemies. 
And can you till ſo cruel be 
As to behold all this, and yet not pity me? 
3. (door, 
Hark how the North-wind bluſters 'gain(t your 
Hark how amongſt the neighbouring Trees it rores 
See how the Earth's all covered o're with Snow, 
And like your Heart is frozen too, 
Away with this diſdain, away, 
For what is my caſe now,may b' yours another day, 


Sure you were ne're ſo cruel bred or born, 
What though with gittsI ne'redid bribe yourlove 
Nor could tor it look wan and pale, 
I knew you did ſuch fool ries ſcorn : 
Yet let my conſtancy prevail, 
Will nothing your compaſſion move ? 
Fye, Fye, you 're more unflexible [ ſwear, 
Than:the tough Oak, cruel as Serpents are: 
What ſhallI do? I cannot ſure ( endure; 
Theſe Heats and Colds of love for ever thus 


ODE. XI, 
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ODE XL. By Sir R. F. 


: To MERCURY. 

1e$ 

That Fe would diate ts him a Song, wherewith to 
Im, | bend Lyde. The Fable of Danaus Davghters, 


Mercury (for taught by you 
Deaf (tones by th' ears Amphion drew) 
nd Shel, whoſe hollow Belly rings 


With ſeven (ſtrings, 


loors, 
your 
rores | 
OW, WOnce mute and graceleſs, now the tongue 
OfFeaſts and Temples : lend me a ſong 
othread the maze of Lyde's Prayer- 
r day, Reſiſting ear. 
ho like a three years Colt doth fetch 
hundred Rings, and's hard to catch , 
reefrom a husband, and not fit 


For backing yet. 


"love; 


Thou mak'ſt ſtiff Foreſts march, retreat 
"rone Rivers : (erberus the great 
'orter of Hell to thee gave way , 


dure;# Stroak'd with a Lay, 


* thus! 
Though with a hundred Snakes he curl 
is head, and from his Noſtrils hurl 
filthy ſtream, which all bedrops 

- Al, His triple chops. 


Ixion 
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Ixion too with a forc't ſmile 

Did grin. The tubs ſtood dry a while, 

Whilſt with thy Muſick thou did pleaſe 
The Belides. 


Tell Lyde that ; that Virgin-ſlaughter, 

And famous torment, the vain water 

Couzning their Urns through thouſand drains, 
And Poſthume pains 
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For cruel Maids laid up in ſtore, 
Cruel. For what could they do more, 
That could with unrelenting ſteel 

Their lovers kill? 
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One only worth Hymens flame, 
And worthy of immortal Fame, 
Her perjur'd father ( pious child ) 
Bravely beguil'd : 


Whf faid to her young Husband ; Wake, 

Leſt an Eternal {leep thou take, 

Whence leaſt thou lookſt : deceive my Sire, 
And Siſters dire. 


F. 
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Who like ſo many Tygars tear 
(Alas! (the prey: I (tenderer) 
Will neither ſlay, nor keep thee thus 
I'th Slaughter-houſe. 


Me let my Savage father chain, 
Becauſe my Husband is unſlain, 
Or into fartheſt Africa 
Ship me away. 
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By Land or Sea take thou thy flight, 
Cover'd with wings of Love and Night : 
Go, go, and write when thou art ſafe 

My Epitaph. 


nn —_— 


ODE XII. By T. F. Paraphraſed. 
To NEOBULE. 


* O more Love's ſubjetts, but his (Javes they be, 
; That dare not o're a Glaſs of Wine be free, 
But quit, for fear of friends, their libertie. 


Fonud Neobule? thou art lazy grown, 
Away thy Needle, Web, and Diſtaff thrown, 
Thou hop thy work by Hebrus will be dune, 


A ſturdy youth, and a rank Rider he, 
Can run a race, and box moſt manfullie, 
Swim like a Duck, and caper like a Flea, 


| He hunts the ſtag, and all the Foreſt o're 
} With ſtrength and craft perſuesthe ſavage Boar : 
| He minds the ſport, and thou deſir'ſt no more, 


ODEx XII. By R. N. Paraphraſed. 
To the Fountain of Blanduſlia . 


I. 
A Pleaſant Spring doth riſe within my Grove, 
(The Scene of my retired Contents & Love) 
To 
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To which my Muſe ſhall bring 

For a grateful Offering, | 

No ions wanton Kid, 

With pamper'd luſts, and armed head, 

To ſtain the Cryſtal flood | 

With unclean and luſtful blood ; 

But her ſacrifice ſhall be, 
Love, divine Love dreſt up in Poetry. 

2, 

Lo how the officious Trees their branches ſpreac 
Thickned with leaves over thy Head, 
Asif afraid each ſcorching Ray (pla 

On thy cold ſtreams with too much Heat ſhoul, 
Hither the panting Flocks for ſhelter run, 

When beaten from the Plains by the hot Sun, 
Whilſt from the bubbling ſtreams below, 
Such murmuring Languages do flow, 

That none bnt Lovers and the Muſes know. 


ODE XIV. By StrT. H. 
To the Roman people. 
This Ode containeth the praiſes of Auguſtus ret 


ing out of Spain, after his Conqueſt over the Cu 
tabrians. 4 


reat Ceſar who is faid to go, 
(> Like Hercules againſt his foe, 
To purchaſe Bays by death, again 
Victorious is return'd from Spair, 
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The Wife that's with one husband pleas'd, 
Let her come forth, the Gods appeag'd. 
(08avia, Ceſars Siſter, haſte, 

And mothers with your daughters chaſte. 


Attir'd in modeſt veil appear, , 

And ſons returned ſafe draw neer : 

You Boys, and you new-married train 
Of wives from evil words abſtain. 


From me this new-made Holy-day 
Black fullen cares ſhall take away: 

& Nor fcarl in great Ceſar's reign 

By force or tumult to be lain. 


(Boy) crowns, and unguents now prepare, 
And Vetlcl kept, fince Marſian war, 

7, Fltanyf. chconceal'd bath been 

By wandring Spartacus not ſeen. 


Let hither ſhrill Neera hie, 
* And hair perfum'd in treſles tie : 
| But ifthe Porter make delay 
With churliſh anſwer, haſte away. 


refur 
e Ca White hoary hairs temper the mind, 

* Tobrawls and quarrels earſt inclin'd: 
{> This in youths heat I could not brook, 


| When Plancns charge of Conſul took. 
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ODE XV. BÞyT. FF. Paraphraſed. 
4gainſt CHLOR 15S. 


Or ſhame, for ſhame give o're 
Thou over-ridden Whore ! 

Thoy play the wanton? fie ! 

Thou that e're long muſt die ! 
Thou merry with the Maids? for ſhame ! 

Thy ice will freeze their flame. 
Think'ſt thou to pleaſe a Man, 

Becauſe thy daughter can ? 
Few Youngſters will knock at 

An old, a rotten Gate. 
Wiſh thy young Daughter luck ; 

Thou'd(t better ſpin, than —. 
Drink Brandy thou, and hope 

No Garland, but a Rope. 
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ODE XVI. By Sir R. F. 
To MECENAS. . 


That all things fly open to Gold : Yet HORACM 
is contented with his own condition, in which! 


lives happy. 


Anae 1n a Brazen Tower immur'd, 
From night-abulterers, doors barr'd, 
And of fierce Dogs a conſtand ward 
Would have ſufficiently ſecur'd, 
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If Jove and Venus had not fool'd, 
he Gaoler of the cloyſter'd Maid, 
Though of his own ſhadow afraid) 
urning his Godſhip into Gold. 
Gold loves to break through armed Guards, 
\nd Caſtles that are thunder-proof, 
he Grecian Angur's ſacred roof, 
as undermined by rewards. 
Gifts were the Macedons Petar, 
ith which heblew up City-gates, 
Subverted Rival Kings and States, 
\nd laid abroad their men of War. 
With growing riches cares augment, 
\nd thirſt of greater. I did well 
To ſhrink my head into my ſhell, 
£cenas Knighthoods ornament. 
> The more a mant' himlelfdenies, 
The more indulgent Heaven beſtows. 
— {ct him that will fide with the I's: 
me with the Party of the No's. 
A greater Lord of a ſmall ſtore, 
Than if the fruitful Crops of all 
lia Imine own did call : 
A Clin midlt of fo much plenty poor. 
hich My little wood, and my pureſtream, 
2And corn that never fails; makes me 
*A man more truly bleſt, than he 
That wears rich Africks Diadem. 
Though neither Croſſick Bees produce 
Honey to me, nor clothing fine 
degovian flocks : or Majſick Wine 
Wcllow in barrels for my uſe : 


Yet 


112 ODES. Book 1 
Yet pinching Poverty's away. 

Nor, wiſht I more, wouldſtthou deny't. 

Who, with contracted appetite 

May eaſier my tribute pay, 
Then if deputed Egypts _ 

Large iſſues follow large ſupplies. 

He, to whom Heaven nothing denies, 

Ows an account of every thing. 


ODE XVII. By T. F. Paraphraſed. 
To ALIUS LAMIA. 


Bo FElins, ſprung from an Heroick line, 
Whoſe Pedigree in long deſcents do ſhine, 
That add'(t new glories tothe Lamian Name, 
And rear'ſt. freſh Trophies to their fan: 
Deſcended from Prince Lamns, whoſe comma 
Reach from the Formian walls, or'e Sea and Lat 
Well was he known our Anceſtors among, 
Where gentle Lyris (lidesalong. 
Great as thou art,. time will not thee obey : 
To-morrow'slike to be a bluſtring day, 
Some tempelt too is threatned from the Eaſt, 
As by th' unlucky Crow l guels't : 
'Tis dry to day ! Now lay thy fuel in, 
Ere the unwelcome Seaſon do begin, | 
Good viduals get, and frolick triends togetht 
Armour of proofagain(t ill weather, 


Ol 
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ODE XVIII. By Sir T. H. 
To FAUNUS. 


Who being an infernal peſtilent Wood-god, he prayeth 
that paſſing thorow his Fields, he would be favour- 
able to him and his. 


Aunt, who after Nymphsdoſt range; 
Through my precir&s and truitful graunge 
Paſs gently, and propitious be 
To flocks, and me. 


A tender Kid the year ſhall end, 

Full Cups of Liquor (Verxs friend 

Wel pay; Fumes ſhall on Altars the 
In odours high. 


W Beaſts, when Decembers Nones appear 
[In grazy grounds make (portive chear : 

| The jocund Clown in Meads doth feaſt 3 
1 The Oxe doth reſt, 


(t, Þ The Wolf*mong(t fearleſs Lambs doth (trar, 
* Woods (trew thee leafs upon this day 

© The Ditcher joys with meaſur'd mirth 

To tread the Earth. 
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ODES. Book 11] 
OBE XIX. By T. F. Paraphraſed 
To TELEP HUS. 


'Þ 
Hou por'ſt on Helvicus, and (tudieſt in vain 
F How many years palt betwixt King, & King 
To make onold womaneven twitter for joy (reign, 
At an Eighty cight ſtory, or the ſcuttle at Troy: 
But Where the good wine, and belt fire is 
When the crucl North. wind does blow, 
And the trees do penance 1n Snow 3 
Where the Poets delight and defhire 1s, 
Thou pitiful Book-worm ne're troubleſt th 
. (brain. Moor 
Come Drawer ſome Claret, wee'l drown this ney 
More Candles t imp-9r'e this dull night into noor 
Let the Healths, let tne Houle, & the Glafles tun 
( round 
Butnotears, except thoſc ofthe Tankard, abound, 
Come ! here's a good health to the Mules, 
Three brimmers to the three times three, 
And one to each Grace let there be ; 
The tripple skull'd Dog bite him that refuſes, 
3. ( lingenſ# 
Let's be mad as March-hares, call the miniſtrels, & 
Strike up therc!--kick that rogue--he ha's chil” 
(blains on's finger} 
Let that whorſon our ncighbour,on his bags that 
| C lies thinkingy 
Bear a part in the ſtorm, but not the calm of ou 
C drinking 
Come 
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Come! bring us a Wench, or two, prithee, 
Thou Tel:phus look (t pretty fair, 
And haſt a good thick head of hair, (with thee; 
Fetch him Chloe, ſhe's buxom, and lovestotrade 
Call Glycera to me, tor I am one of her Swinhgers. 


1 Vain 

King —_ pas i FT on 
reign, ODE XX. By T. F. Puraptraſed. 

oy: - 

Is 70 PYRRHUS. 


Ry Pyrrhus, little doſt thou know, 
What 'tis to make a Whelp forgo 

His Lionels, — faith 'ewill not do! 
Moor [e will be ſo. 
$ neV@ Nearchns underſtands his game, 
noon. If hereſolves to quit his farue, 
5 UN What's that to you ? To ſave his name 
ound You! purchaſe ſhame. 
ounlÞ If before Peace, you War prefer, 
| | Shoot at his Butt—you'l find from her 


t thy 


©, KFARopland tor your Oliver, 

ThatlI darc ſwear. 
ales. Þ He is a gay, and ſanguine Man, 
ngen His Periwig the wind do's fan, 


£15, o And ſhe will hug him, now and than, 
| _ Do what you can, 

ngers,. 
$ that} 
nkings 
of ou 
nkings 
Com 
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ODE XXI. By T.F. Paraphraſed, 
To bis Wine-leſſel 


— 
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” Ind Brother Butt ! as old, and brisk, as T, 
(For we had both the lame Nativity, ) 
Whicther to muth, to brawls, or delperate Love, 
Orlleep, thy gene power do's move 
By what, or name, or tile digntt'd 
Thou need'lt nor fear thenicelt eſto bide: 
Corviats, health tince we may not retule, 
Give downamain thy generous juice, 
Corvinus thy a Storck, willnot balk 
Thy charms, tor he can drink, as well as talk, 
Old Cato, tho* he oiten were morote, 
Yet he would ſometimes take a*"Dofe. x 
O Wine !thou mak it the thick »kull'd-tellow ſoft 
Eatcit the Stateſman, vext with cares full oftz | 
Unriddleſt all intrigues with a tree Bow], 
Thou arrant pick-lock ot the Soul | 
Thou dolt our galping, dy ing hopes revive, 
To Fclants, touls as big as Princes, give 3 
Inſpired by thee they lcorn their tJaviſh tears, 
And bid their Rulers ſhake their ears. 
All this, and more (great Bacchus) thou canſt do, 
But if kind Venus be atliſtant too, 
Then bring More Candlcs to expel the night; 
Ill P/atus puts the [tars to thght, 
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Book ITT. ODES. 
ODE XXII. By T. F. Paraphraſed. 
Upon DIAN 4. 
Entle Diana, Goddeſs bright, 
] Who midwiv'(t Infants intolight, 
The Mountains Deny tripartite, 
And Queen of Night. 


To thee I conſecrate my Pine, 
Henceforth it ſhall be cver thine, 


| Yearly Ile ofter at this thrine 


The blood of Swine. 
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ODE XXII. By SirT. H. 
To PHIDILE. 


” The Gods are to be honoured with pure hands, and the 


' [tion 'y of a well ſpent age. 


F Rural Piidile, at the Moons ariſe, 
| To Heaven thou litt thy handsin humble wile : 
It thou with Sacrifice thy Lars wilt pleafe, 
Or with new fruit and greedy Swine appealc, 


' Thy fertile Vineyard (hall not ſuffer blaſt 


Frim peſt lent South, nor parching dew be caſt 
Upon thy Corn, nor ſhall thy children dear, 
Feel ſickly Fitsin Autumn of the year. 

It isthe long vow'd vidime, whichis fed 
Mongſt Holms and Okes on ſnowie Alezs head, 


| Or which in fat Albanian paſtures grew, (imbrew. 


Obey 


That ſhall the Prieſts ſharp Axe with blood 
I 3 To 
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To thee, who petty Gods doſt magnifie, 
With Mirtle branch, and ſprig of Roſemary, 
It nothing appertains thcir Feaſts to keep 
With fre quent {Jaughters of the fatteſt Sheep, 
It '-hy hand, free from ill, the Alter touch, 
Thou ſhaltth' offended Gods appeaſe as much 
With gifr of ſparkling Salt, and pious meal, 
As if thou vows with coſtly victimes ſeal. 


3s. 


OD E XXIV. By Sir R. F. 


He inveighs againſt covetous men,who continually jojn 
houſes to houſes.building in the very Sea it ſelf: when | 
7m the mean time no buildings can free them ſrom the 
neceſſity of dying. He ſaith the Scythians are happy, Þ 
who draw their Houſes in Waggons,and tillthe fiela: 
inconmon, Moreover denies that corruption of mar F 
zers, and licence of ſnning to be amoneſt theſe, which 
# amongſt the Romans. But for the rooting out of | 
theſe evils, together with the depraved deſire of in- ly 
crea'ng riches, affirms, there is necd of a more rigid 


Diſcipl:ae. 
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Hough richer than unpoll'd 
Arabian wealth, and Indian Gold, 

Thou with thy works ſhould'ſt drain 

The Tjrrhexe ard whole Pontick Main ; 
Thou could'ſt not, when Death lays 

On thee his Adamantine mace, 
Thy minde from terror free, 

Nor body from mortality. 
Wiſer the Scythiars R 

Whoſe houſes runon wheels like Wains : 
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And frozen Getes, whoſe Field 
Unbounded doth free Ceres yield : 
Nor is't the cuſtom there, 
To ſow a land above ayear 
And when that Crop is born, 
The reſt relieve 1t eachby turn. 
There women mingle not 
For Son-in-Law's a poyſon'd pot 3 
| Nor govern : Ontheir Dow'r 
| Preſuming, or adult'rers pow'r, 
/ jojn Þ Their Dow'r's to be wellbred : 
when © And Chaſtity, flying the Bed 
th & Ot others, their own truſt 


2þpy, © Perſuading, and the price of Luſt. 


feld: © Oh! hethat would afſwage 
241 ® Our blood-ſhed and inteſtine rage, 
-bich & It he would written have 


ut of His Conntreys Father on his grave ; 


f'in- Let him not fear t' oppoſe 
igid © Unbridled licence to the noſe : 
So ſhall he gain great praiſe 


* Weenvy living worth, 
> But miſs it when 'tis laid in earth. 
/ For what do our Laws(tand, 


If puniſhment weed not the Land? 


What ſerves vain Preaching for, 


Which cannot eure our lives 2 if nor 


* Thoſe Lands which flames imbrace ; 


Nor where the neighb'ring Boreas, 


- Shuts up the Ports with cold, 


\nd I 4 


In after times; ſince (wo the days! 


And Snows faſt nail'd to the free hold 
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The Mariner repel ? 

If cratty Merchants learn to quell 
The horrid(t Seas? the fears 

Of that crime Want making them bear, 
And do all things, and balk 

Severer vertues narrow walk, 
Would heaven we'd carry all 

Our wealth into the Capitol ! 
Or in the next Sea duck 

Our jewels and pernicious muck, 
Fewel of all that's nought |! 

If we repent as we ought, 
Strike at tlie root of ills; 

And mould we our too pliant wills 
To rougher arts: thechild 

Of noble linage cannot wicld 
A bounding Horte of War, 

Nay fearsto hunt, more skill'd by far 
To ſtride off the Greek bowl, 

Or the torbidden Dice to trow], 
The whillt his perjur'd Father 

Deceives his partners truſt, to gather 
For one that hath no wit. 

So ill got wealth grows faſt, and yet 
Something {till ſhort doth come, 

To make it up an even lum. 


OD E XXV. By 4. B. Paraphraſed. 
ToBACCHUS. 


ACCHUS! Whither hurricſt thou me, 
Nowl am fully fraught with thee, 
And F 
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\nd thus inſpiredwith thy moiſt Deity ? 
Since I thy Liquor drank, I find 

\ newer and anobler mind, 

\ quick and lofty fankie that's inclin'd 
othings above the power of Mankind, 


the viſits all the Caves and Groves, 
\nd through the World ſhe boldly roves, 
Be the place nc're ſo far 
She'l thither fly, 
Nothing's too low for her, 
Nothing too high. 


Jato all Dens, though ne're ſo dark and deep, 
; She dares to peep. 
Swifter and ſtronger than the wind, 
F Unbounded as the air, 
icks the dull earth and all things there ; 
And only isby Heaven it felt contin'd. 


n this Rapture I will fing 
b immortal praiſe of our victorious King, 
And plant him *mong the ſtars above ; 
For he, and only he, 
| Is qualified to be 
*Both General, and Chancellor to Jove. 


P 
- 


Some incomparable thing, 
— Whichno other Poet knew, 
Thus rais'd, I have a mind to bring 
* To myC2ſar as hisdue. 
-Whoe're preſumes of him to fing, 
Mult have notions high and new; 
[Though ne're ſo great, they will be true. 
And F Some- 
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Something above the common rode, 
Since he that's the fubject of this Ode, 
Ismy Soverieng, and lo far 
Beyond what other Princes are, 
That in a vulgar {tyle to name him, 
Inſtead of prailing, would defame him. 


In ſuch extaſic and trance, 

AsI am now the Sacred Prieſts of yore, 

Up to thy Temples did advance, 

And there did (ing, and there did dance, 
Before the barbarous and rude 
Thracian gazing multitude 

Whom thus they taught, 
Both why, and how, thy ought 
Thy Deity to adore. 
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Oh! how delightſome 'tis to tread, 
Where never any Auther did, 

Tofinde out matter, great, and new, 
Unknown to th' imitating Crew, 

Who keeps a Round, like married men, 
Repcating (till the ſame agen. 


Thy water Nymphs I now defie, 

And Prieſts with their Artillery, 

Come thou and help me, that I may 

Nothing that's mean, nothing that's mortal, ſay; 
For thoſe that are by thee inſpired, | 
Will nothing ſay, or do, but what muſt be admir'., 


All hazards pleaſant are tome, 


Whilſt I do follow thee. 
Wh 
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Vho could not ſuch a God adore? 
ho when men dothy aid implore, 
As I donow, 
it thou inſpir'{t our brains with wit, 
And then for it, 
hou with a Garland crown'ſt thy Poets brow. 


ook | 


ODE IL. By Sir T, F. Paraphraſed,. 
To VENUS. 


— 


[s true, I was a ſturdy Souldier once, 
And bravely under Cxpid's banners fought: 
Dizbanded now, his ſervice I renounce, 
' My warlike weapons ſerve for nought. 


Eere! take my Helmet, ſword, and Shield, 

y Bow, my Quiver, my Artillery ; 

loe has beaten me quite out of th* field, 
And leads me 1n captivity. 


reat Vers ! thou that know'ſt whatT have been, 
ow able, and how true a friend to Smocks ! 
Revenge my quarrel on th' imperious Quean, 
And pay her with a Pox ! 


fay; 


mir — 


Whi 
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ODE XXVII, By Sir R. F. 
To Galatea goine to Sea. 
He deters her principally by the example of Euro 


| 
Et ill perfages guide the II, 
_, A ſcreeching Owl, or from a hill 
A She-wolt mad upon the Flocks, 
Or pregnat Fox, 


And a Snake ſhaft-like ſhot athwart 

Their Horſes way to make them (tart, 

Their journey ſtop. What place is here 
For provident fear? 


Before the tempeſt-bodeing foul, 

Deſcend into the ſtanding Pool, 

My Prayer ſhall from the Orzext ſtcer 
The King-fiſher, 


Be bleſtr, wherever thou wouldt be, 
And Galatea think of me ; 
No ominous Pye thy [teps revoaks, 

No Raven croaks, 


Yat pale Orien ſad deſcends; 
I know too well what it protends, 
When black I (ce the Aadriatich, 

Or white the Japick, 
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et our foes wives, and all they love, 

he riſing Kids blind anger prove, 

nd the vext Occan when it roars, 
La\hing the lhores. 


urop reps {o, truſting her ſoft | 
ide to the tictng Bull, ſhrickt oft, 
be Rocks and Monlters to behold, 
Though ſhe was bold. 


he that late pickt ſweet flywers in Meads, 
\nd wove meet Garlands for Nymphs heads, 
n aclear night could nuthing (py 

But Sea and Sky. 


ſn populous Crete arriv'd ſoon after, 

OD Sire (quoth ſhe) left by thy Daughter, 
"And duty in my feeble breſt 
By Love oppicit. 


: 


hence, whither rapt? One death's too ſmall 
0txplate a Virgirs fall, 

oI (awake) true crimes lament, 
Cr (innocent) 


*Doth ſome falſe Dream put me in pain ? 
Was't better through the horrid Main 
| Torove far oft : or with my Father 
Freſh Flowers to gather ? 


Had Tthat naughty Bull now here, 
*How with my nails [could him tear, 
And break the horns about that pate 
So lov d of late ! 


Shamelcls 
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Shameleſs I left my Sires abodes : 
Shameleſs I pauſe on death 3 ye Gods, 
(If any hear) ſhew me the way 

Where Lions ſtray. 


Ere my fairskin grow tann'd and looſe, 

And of the tender prey the juice 

Run out z whilſt I am plump I wou'd 
Be Tigers food. 


Die baſe Europa ( whiſpers me 

My Sire) behold you beckning tree! 

The Zone from thy chaſte waſte unknit, 
To thy neck fit. 


Or if ſharp Rocks delight for ſpeed, 
This hanging cliff will do the deed | 
Unleſs (being come of Royal kin) 
Thadl(t rather ſpin, 


And be a barb'rous Miſtreſs thrall, 
Her husbands trull. Venxs heard all, 
And Cupid tally laughing now 
With unbent bow ; 


Atlength ſhe ſaid, This rage forbear; 
That naughty Bull thou ſhalt have here. 


Prepare thy (elf 'gainſt he returns 
To break his horns. 


Jove is thy Bull. Theſe Fountains dry; 
Learn to uſe greatneſs moderately : 
Thy Thirds oth' World ſhall called be 
| Europe from thee: 
ODE 
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ook | 


ODE XXVIIL. By Sir T. H. 
To LYDE. 


þ perſuadeth Lyde to ſpend the Day dedicated to 
Neptune, pleaſantly. 


N Neptines feaſts what elſe do we ? 
| b: Straight (Lyae) broach, and bring to me 
ccubian W nes laid up in (tore, 
\nd let ſtrong wiſdom {way no more. 
hou ſeeſt 'ris Viid-time of the day, 
ind yet, as if ſwift hours did ſtay, 
\ Butt thou ſpar'lt, was Cellar-(tall'd, 
When Bibulus was Conlol call'd. 
With mutual ſongs weel' Neptune pleaſe, 
*And the green-hair'd Nereides. 
*On crooked Lyre fing thou with art,, 
+ Latona, and {wift Cynthia's dart - 
hilſt our laſt (train her praiſe unfolds, 
Who Cridos, and bright Cyclads holds: 
{And Paphos with pair'd Swans doth view 3 
Thenight ſhall likewiſe have his due. 


ODES. Book I 
O D E XXIX. By Sir R. F. 


R 
To MECENAS. 


He invites him to a merry Supper, laying aſide publiy 
cares. | 


F-ſpring of Tyrrhene Kings ; I have, 

3 Waiting thy leiſure in my Cave, | 
Of mellow Wine an unbroacht But, | 
With Spikenard and Roſe-buds, to put ( 

Upon thy hair. Break off delay : 

Do not moilt Tybur (till ſurvay, | 
And /A&ſula's declining hill, | 
And his that did his Father kill, | 

Leave fulſome plenty, and thy proud | 
Palace whoſe head is in a cloud : | 
Reſpite the love of ſmoak, and noiſe, 1 
And all that wealthy Rome enjoys. | 

Rich men are moſtly pleas'd with change, |: 
And cleanly meals in a poor grange, 
Without their Tapilſtries, unplough | 
The furrows of a careful Brow. 1 

Andromed now peeps with his (tar, 
Now Procyon (hews the Dog not far, L 
He barks, and Phebws kindling Rays 1 
Haſte to bring back the ſultry days. 1 

The Shepherd now with his faint Flock 
Looks, panting, for a guſhing Rock, | 
The horrors of a gloomy wood 3 1 
And no air ſtirs to criſp the flood. | 

Thou mind'(t affairs of State, and ( fraught 
With fears for Rowe ) bufieſt thy thought ol ; 

What 
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What Scythians, what the Ba@rians think, 
And thoſe that diſtant Tawazs drink. 

Wiſe God hath wrapt in a thick cloud 
What 1s to come : and laughs aloud 
When Mortals tear more than their ſhare. 
Things preſent manage with due care : 

The reſt are carried like a ſtream, 
Which now runs calm as any dream 
[nto the Tyrrhene Sea 3 anon 
(Beyond all limits overflown ) 

Sweeps with it houſes, herds, and flocks, 
And trees 1ntire, and broken rocks, 
Making the Woods and Mountains roar. 
That man has happinefs 11 [tore 

For a hard Winter, that can ſay 

| Unto his Soul, I liv'd to day. 

» Tomorrow let it ſhine, or rain, 

* Yet cannot this the paſt make vain, 
'e, | Nor uncreate and render void 
| That which was yeſterday enjoy'd. 

Fortune that knows the Miſtreſs part, 

 Touſe her Servants with proud art, 
| Her fickle favours now beſtows 
On me, now on another throws. 
| It the (tay, beſt : it ſhe will pack, 
| Igive her all her preſents back, 

(Like Wooers when amatch is broke ) 
And wrapping me in my old Cloak, 
| My vertue, marry the next hour 
Chaſte Poverty without a Dower. 
ht When North-winds bellow, 'tis not I 
Run ſcar'd to wretched Prayers, and cry 


What 


129 


Let 
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Let not my Spice, my Silks increaſe 
The riches of the greedy Seas, 

When men may be in Oars convaid 
Through Portick, ſtorms, then I will trade, 


——— 


ODE XXX. By Sir R. F, 


By writing Lyricks, he ſaith, He hath provided bet- 
ter for the Immortality of his Name, than if he ha 
procured Brazen Statues, and Pyramids to be ere- 
Ged to him. And intimates that his chief praiſ 
would be, That he was tbe firſt of the Latins, wh 
in this kind of Verje imitated the. Greeks, 


Work out-laſting Braſs, and higher 
A Than Regal Pyramids proud Spire, 
I have abſolv'd. Which ſtorming winds, 
* The Sea that Turrets undermines, 
Trac of innumerable days, 
Northe rout of times can raze. 
Totally I ſhall not die, 
And much of me the Crave ſhall flie. 
Poſterity my name {hall boaſt, 
When Rome her ſelf in Rowe 1s lolt. 
Where I:ke a King lond Avfid reigns, 
Where Danny (poor in ſtream :) complains 
To neighb'ting Clowns: I ſhall be ſed 
The man, that from an humble head 
T' a Torrent ſwoln did firſt inſpire 
A Roman Soul in Grecian Lyre. 
I labour with deſerved praiſe 3 
Crown, crown me (willing Muſe) with Bays. 

The erd of the Third Book, 


ODEs 


131 


> _— Met, m—_—— 
— 


? ere: BOOK IVY. 


wh us pn: 
ODr I. By T. F. Paraphraſed. 
To VENUS. 


| he more of War :——Dread Cytherea, ceaſe ; 
; Thy feeble Souldier ſues for Peace. 
| Alas Iam not now that man of might, 
As when fair Ci»ara bad me fight. 
Leave Verxs, leave ! conſider my gray hairs 
Snow d on by fifty tedious years. 
| My Fortsare (lighted, and my Bulwarks down : 
| Go, and beleaguer ſome {trong Town. 
; F| Make thy attemptson Maximms ;, there's game 
Toentertain thy Sword, and flame. 
| There Peace and Plenty dwell : He's of the Court, 
len'rant what 'tis to [torm a Fort : 
| There ſound a charge ; he's generous and young, 
He's unconcern'd, luſty and ſtrong: 
| He of thy filken Banners will be proud, 
And of thy Conqueſts talk aloud, 
IDES. K 2 His 


132 ODES. BooklY, 


His bags arc full : the Lad thou may'ſt prefer 
To be thy Treaſurer in War, 

He may erect Gold-ſtatues to thy name, 
And be the Trumpet of thy fame: 

Thy Deity the zealous youth will then invoke, 
And make thy beauteous Altars ſmoke, 

With voice,and Inſtruments thy praiſe ſhall ſound; 
Divition he, and Love the Ground. 

There, twice a day the gameſome company 
Of Lads and Laſles in debuoir to thee, 

Like Mars's Prieſts their numbers ſhall advance, 
And (weetly ſing, and nimbly dance, 

But as for me! I'm quite deſpirited, 
I court nor Maid, nor Boy to bed ! 

I cannot drink, nor bind a Garland on, 
Alas! my dancing days are done! | 

But hold — Why do theſe tears ſteal from my Eye 
My lovely Ligurinus, why ? h 

Why does my fault'ring tongue diſguiſe my voice 
With rude, and inarticulate nou ? 

O Ligurin! 'tis thou that break'it my reſt, 
Mcethinks TT graſp thee in my brett : 

Then [ purſue thee 1n my paſſionate dreams 
O're pleaſant fields, and purling (treams. 


»kIV, 
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ODE II. BySir R. F. 
To Antonius Julus, the Sox of Mark Anthony, 


the Triunmvir. | 


Book IV; 


That it is dangerous to imitate the ancient Ports. 


Ho thinks to equal Pirdar, tries 
y y With waxen wings to reach the Skies, 
Like him that (falling ) a name gave 
T' his watry grave. 
Asa proud ſtream that ſwoln with rai, 
Comes pouring down the hills amain, 


| $0 Pindar flows, and fears no drouth, 


Such his deep mouth : 


| Worthy the Bays, whether he pour 
| From uncxhauſted Springs a ſhow'r 
| Of lawlets Dytherambs, and thunders 


In bolder numbers : 
Or ſings of Gods, and Herocs (ſeed 
Of Gods) whoſe juſt Swords did outweed 
The Centaures, and Chimera (tout 
Her flames pur out : 


* Ormourns ſome youth, from his ſad Spouſe 


Unkindly torn, whoſe ſtrength and prowes 


| And golden mind helifts to th' Skie, 


And lets not die. 
This Theban Swan, when he will ſing 
Among the clouds, raiſes his wing 


| Onaſtiff gale. Tlike the Bee 


Of Calabrie, 


| Which (toiling) ſucks beloved Flowers 


DE 


About the Thymie Groves, and Skow'rs 
K 3 
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Ot Fount-well Tyber, from a terſe 
But humble verſe. 
Thou Azthony in higher ſtrains 
Chaunt Ceſar, when he leads in chains 
Fierce Germans, his victonous brows 
Crown'd with Bay-boughs. 
Than whom agreater thing, or good, 
Heaven hath not lent the Earth, nor ſhou'd 
Though it refin'd theage v0 th' old 
Saturnian gold, 
Thou ſhalt fing to the publick plays 
For hisreturn, and Holy-days 
For our Prayers heard, and wrangling pleas 
Bound to the peace. 
Then I (if Tmay then beheard) 
, Happyin my reſtored Lord, 
Will joyn 1'th* cloſe, and O (Tle ſay ) 
O Sun-ſhine day ! 
And(thou proceeding) we'll all ling, 
To Trinmple ! And again 
To Triumphe ! At each turning 
| Incenſe burning. 
A Hecatomby's requir'd of thee, 
And weaned Calt excuſes me, 
I: ligh graſs fat and frisking now, 
To pay my vow. 
Reſem"led in whoſe ſhining horns, 
Thc increaling Moon his brow adorns ; 
Savea white tcather in his head 
All ſorrel red. 
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A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, by A.C. 


I. 
Indar is 1mitable by none; 

The Phoenix, Pirdar, is a vaſt ſpecies alone : 
Whoe're but Dedalus with waxen wings could tlie, 
And neither ſk, too low, nor loar too high ? 

What could he who follow'd claim, 
But of vain boldneſs the unhappy tame, 
And by his fall a Sea to name ? 
Pindars unnavigable ſong, (long. 


Like a ſwoln Flood trom (teep mountains pours a- 


The Ocean meets with ſuch a voice {(noile. 


* From his enlarg'd mouth, as drowns the Ocean 


2. 
So Pindar does new words and figures roul 
Down his impetuous Dithyrawbique ride, 
Which in no Channel daigns t abide. 
Which neither banks nor dikes controul, 
Whether th' immortal Gods he lings 
In a no leſs immortal ſtrain, 
Or the great atts of God-deſcended Kings, 
Who in his numbers ſtill ſurvive and raign. 
Each rich embroidred lxc, 
By his ſacred hand is bound 3 
Which their triumphant brows around, 
Does all their ſtarry Diadems out-ſhine. 


K 4 3. Whe- 
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2. 

Whether at Piſa's race he pleaſe 

To carve in Poliſht verſe, the Conquerors Image, 

Whether the ſwift, the skilful, or the ſtrong, 

Be crown'd in his nimble artful vig rous ſong, 

Whether ſome brave young mans untimely Fate, BT] 

In words worth dying for, he celebrate; 

Such mournful, and ſuch pleaſing words, 

As joy to his Mothers, and his Miſtreſs grief af- 
He bids him live, and grow in fame, (fords 
Among the Stars he (ticks his name 3 

The Grave can but the droſs of him devour, 

So ſmall is Deaths, fo great the Poets power, 


: 


| 


Lo, how the obſcquious wind and (ſwelling air, 
The Theban Swan does upwards bear 
Into the welks of Clouds; where he does play, 
And with extended wings opens his I1quid way: 
Whilit, alas, my Omorous Muſc, 
Unmbit1ous tracts purſues, 
Does v 1th weak unballaſt wings, 
About the mattic Brooks and Springs, 
Abour the trues new bloliom'd heads, 
About the Gardens paintea beds, | 
About the Fielcs and flowry Meads, 
And ail inferzour beauteous things, 
Like rhe laborious Bee, 
For little drops of honey fee z (try, 
And there with humble {weete, contents her indu- 


1 
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ODE III. By Sir R. F. 


Nages 
| To MELPOMENE. 


, 


"ate, ÞThat be is born to Poetry ; and by the benefit thereof, 


hath obtained immortality and glory. 


ef af- Hom thou Melpomene 
ords Haſt (mil'd on in his infancy, 
Him neither [/rh-71an game 
Shall ever tor a wreſtler fame , 
Nor ſtout Olyzrpicks ſteeds 
Victorious draw ; nor martial deeds 
 Shew to the Capitol 
?, Þ A Laure-crowned General 
# For taming Kings : but floods 
Y, © Whichwaſh rich Tyb»r, and green woods 
y: Þ Ther buſhy locks grown long, 
Make big with an Aolian fong, 
Queen Rome hath noted me 
* Ot her own ſacred Quireto be, 
| Where {weet-tongu'd Poets ling 3 
* Andnow I fear not envies (ting. 
| O Myſe | whoſe ſugar'd words 
| Aremarried to the golden Chords : 
| Wha, if thou touch their tongues, 
|; Givi{t to mute Fiſhes Swar-like ſongs 3 \ 
try, þ Tis (all ) thy Boon, that I 
du- F Am pointed at as I paſs by 
| Rowes Lyric : thine it is, 
I hive, and pleaſe, if Idothis: 
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OpE IV. By Sir R. F. 


He celebrates the ViFories of Druſus Nero ( whoy 
Son-in-law to Auguſtus Czfar) over the Rhat 
ans and Vindelicians. Alſo commemorates cert 
valiant deeds of Claudius Nero, 


Sth* Armonr-bearer of great Jove 
[{ (Made King of all that ſoars above, 


For ſtealing him from Troy | 
The * yellow trefſed Boy) * Ganym: 

Youth whilom and his Native courage 
Drew from his neſt e're he could forage: 
And now ſoft winds, being fair, 

Teach him to form 1'th' air 

Unwonted ſteps: Anon more bold 
With hoſtile force aflaults a fold ; 
Reſiſting Snakes anon 
For tight and prey ſets on : 

Or ſuch as Kids a Lion view 
From tawny mother weaned new, 
Ready in paſtures ſweet 
To hanſcl his firſt teeth : 

Such Rhztians did behold and flic 
Druſus beneath the Alps, who why 
Fhey carry at their backs 
An Amazonian Ax, 

[ liſt not to determine here : 

Perhaps nor can, But this is clcar, 
Their long victorious bands 
Subdu'd by a Boy's hands, 


ook 


whon 


Rhat 


' Certn 


Felt whata mind right got, and true- 
Bred under lucky roots could do, 

What Ce/ar's fatherly 
Careof the Clandii. 

A valiant man gers men of ſpirit ; 
yn beaſts their tathers minds inherit ; 
Nor doth the bird of Jove 
Get a degenerous Dove. 

But learning inward (trength thruſts forth, 
And Princely breeding confirms worth : 
Still where good Precepts want, 

Good Plants turn recreant. 

What unto Nero's, Rome thou ow (t, 

Speak Alps, and Aſdrubals red Ghoſt, 


And that bright day to thee 
| The black Clouds made to flee : 


The firſt, ſince the dire African 


{ Through the [talian Citiesran 
# Like fire through Piny woods, 
 Orſtorms on Tiſcan Floods. 


Thenceforth thy youth with proſperous pains 


Still grew 5 and thy religious fanes, 
 Sackt by the Punick, Sword, 
Had their chas'd Gods reſtor'd ; 


And perjur'd Hannibal 'gan ſay 


| Atlength; PoorSheep (of Wolves the prey) ' 
' We worry, whom to flie 


Were a great Victory. 
The Nation that through flames of Troy, 


| And Tyrrhene billows did convoy 
| Their Gods, and Babes, and hoar 


vires, to th* Avſorjar ſhore, 


Like 
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Like a dark Oak on the rich top 
Of Aleidum, which Hatchers lop, 
Grows by its loſs, and takes L 
Strength fromthe very axe. 

Not mangled Hydra more increaſt [ 
Under Alcides, nor that beaſt 
Jaſon, or he ſubdu'd 
Ot Thebes, more lives renew'd, \ 

Plunge them 1'th' Sea ; they ſwim freſh out: h 
Foil them, with double force they'l rout 
The Conqueror : and fight , 
As ina Miltreſs fight. , 

Now ſhall I ſend no more proud Poſts 
To joyful {arthage. Loſt, O! loſt's, | 
Now Aſdrubal is (lain, ; 
The glory of our name. J 
Whar is't but Nero's caneffect ? | 
Whom Heavens with proſperous Stars protect, ; 
And their own prudent care 
Clews through the Maze of War. 


— 


O Þ x V. BySir R. F. f 
T AUGUSTUS. 


That he would at length return to the City, Deſcribo 
the peace and happineſs which Italy enjoyed wndr 


his Government, 


FH Eavens choicelt gift, Rome's greateſt ſtay, 
Now thou art too too long away : 
The 


ook 18 


Out: 


& | | The married Bed unloil'd remains, 


r iby 


he boly Senate urge thy word 
For ſoon return, return. Afﬀord, 
Like day, thy preſence : like the Spring 
ivea new life to every thing : 
The firſt, good Prince, our night will chaſe, 
The ſecond will prolong our day $, 
4s afond mother for her ſon, 
Whom, having over Seas been gone 
Above a year, the envious wind 


Keeps back from her embraces kind ; 


And now ſhe eyes the Vane, and prays, 
And from the crooked ſhore doth gaze * 
[So, with a loyal paſſion ſtrook, 
The People for their Ceſar look. 
For now the Oxen walk in peace : 
Corn, and white innocenſe increaſe: 
' The cleared Main the Sea- -men fail : 
Faith promiſes, and dares not fail. 


# Cuſtom and Law preventing ſtains: 
Babes, like the father, praiſe the Mother : 
Puniſhment 1s Sizs Twin-brother. 
| Who fears cold Scythians £ who the Medes 2 
Fierce fons of Germany, who dreads ? 
Whilſt Ceſar doth in ſatety raign, 
Whois afraid of Wars with Spain 2 
| Each man his proper Field doth till, 
' And hides the Sun behind his Hill : 
Returning then to ſup with Glee, 
His ſecond courſe 1s praiſing thee, 
| For thee he prays, to thee propines, 
Thee with his houſhold gods he joyns, 


As, 
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As, for like reaſon, thankful Greece 
Did Caſtor and great Hercules. 
Long laſt theſe golden Holy-days! 
Thus Italy for thy lite prays: 
Sprinkled at night, not chang'd at morn, 
When todry labour they return, 


ODE VI. 
To Apollo and Diana, 


Argument. 
He doth in Secularian verſe 
Phoebus , and Dian's praiſe rehear(e. 


OD, whoſe revenge for boaſts, the crew 
From Niobe ſprung, and Tityus knew, 
And great Achilles who did Troy 
Almoſt deſtroy. 
The greateſt Souldier's not l;ke thee, 
Though Sea-bred Thetis ſon he be, 
Who did with dreadful Javelin make 
Troy's Turrets ſhake. 
No Pine with keen-edg'd axe hewn down, . 
Nor Cypreſs with Ealt-blaſts © re-thrown, 
So amply tell, his Carcaſs found 
On Trojan ground. 
He ne'r (as ſcu/kt in Horſe compil'd 
For Pals (acrifice ) beguil'd 
111-idling Troy, and Priams Court, 
With dancing ſport, 
But 
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ut publickly in flames had flung 
Odire!) each Crecian infant young, 
Yea formleſs Embryos not yet come 
From Mothers womb ; 
:d not thy own, and Venus Prayer 
revail'd with father Jove, to rear 
yalls for AEneas toyls, of ſtate, 
And better fate. 
0) Phebas (ſhrill Thalias theam, 
ho lav'd(t thy locks in Xanthas ſtream, 
Proteft the honour'd Danian Muſe, 
Smooth Aeyens. 
Twas Phebus gave thee wit, and art, 
\ndname of Poet did impart, 
Te nobleſt Maids, and Youths of high- 
; Born anceſtry ; 
7 FYeguarded in Diana's bounds, 
Whoſe Bow ſwift Stags, and Lynces wounds, 
My Lesbian meaſures Patron ſtand, 
| And guide my hand : 
| Chaunting (as of old) Djanq's Sun, 
And the (till Iight-augmenting Moon, 
Frutiferons, making Months to hie 
; On ſpeedily. 
: Now wed, thou'ſt ſay : I, who each Verſe 
| Of Horace knew, did Lays reherſe 
'Totl' Gods, when ev'ry age in uſe 
Did feaſts reduce. 
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ODE VII. By SirR. F. 


To L. Manlius Torquatus. 


Propoſing the arrival of the Spring, and the equal. 
ceſſity to all men of dying, withont hopes of livin 
again, -and propoſing likewiſe the change and. 
ciſſitude of all things , he invites to lead a men 


and pleaſant life. 


"= ſnows are thaw'd, now grals new cloath 
And trees new hair thrult forth. (the earth, 
The ſeaſon's chang'd , and brooks late {woln wit 
Their proper banks contain (rain, 
Nymphs with the Graces lizkt dare dance arount 
Naked upon the ground. 
That thou mult die, the year and hours fay 
Which draw the winged day. T 
Firſt Spring, then Summer, that away doth chak 
And mult it {elf give place 
To Apple-bearing Autumn , and that palt, 
Dull Wizter comes at laſt. 
But the decays of time, Time doth repair : 
When we once plunged are 
Where good AErcas, with rich Ancus wades, 
Aſhes we are, and ſhades. 
Who knows if Jove unto thy life's paſt ſcore 
Will add one morning more ? 
When thou art dead, and Rhadamanth juſt 
Sentence hath ſpoke thee duſt, 
Thy blood, nor eloquence can ranſom thee, 
No nor thy piety, 
For 
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For chaſt Hyppolitus in Stygian night 
Diana cannot light : 

Nor Theſens break with all his vertuous pains, 
His dear Perithons chains. 


ual. 
Irvin C————_— 
nd 1. A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode. 


HE Snow 1s gone, the graſs returns 
To Fields, the Peruques to the Trees, 
Earth plays with her varictics. 
Each River 1n Conſumption mourns, 
And humbly glides beneath her bourns, 
Contain'd within her banks degrees, 
{The naked Graces lead the dance, 
With whom the Nymphs in meaſures move, 
{ The(liding years our hopes reprove 3 
# Which to Eternity advance, 
cha And the ſwift hours their ſpeed inhance, 
| Theday by ſnatches to remove. 
Soft Weſtern gales allay the cold, 
On the Springs heels the S:mmeer treads, 
Itſelf then to deſtruction Icads. 
Where Autumn does her fruits untold, 
Strait comes the Winter (tiff and cold, 
{And life with lazy humor deads, 
| Yet Moons may wane, and ſoon increaſe, 
© Butwhen once wethither go, 
Where wealthy men and worthy too, 
Muſt all lay down their heads at la(t, 
When their needleſs tolls are paſt, 
Toduſt and ghoſt we vaniſh all; 
L. 
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Who knows that thoſe great powers on high, 
The preſent ſum of theſe our days, 
Will by to morrows reckoning raiſe ? 

Our heirs as well as we muſt die, 

And from our clutcht hands all will flie, 
Which our kind will tothem conveys. 

That once among the dead thou be, 
And the juſt Judge do ſentence give, 
In glorions ſtate on all that live: 

Thee no extraction thence ſhall tree, 

No Eloquence, no Piety, 

Thy htc r. cover, or reprieve. 

No Father can, though much he mourn, 
From the dark vale of ſhade beneath z 
Reſtore his guiltleſs Babe to breath 3 

Nor friend can make his fricnd return, 
When once impriſon'd 1n his Urn, 
From cold forgetfulneſs and death. 


OD t VIIL By Sir R. F. 


To Marianus Cenſorinus. 


That there is nothing which can make men more inf 
mortal, than the Verſes of Poets. 


Y friends, I would accommodate 
With goblets, Grecian tripods, Plate 
Of Corinth-Braſs : and, Cenſorine, 
The wortt of theſe ſhould not be thine 
That is to ſay, if I wererich 
In thole lame antick picces, which 
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Parrhs 
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l, | Parrbaſius and Scopas fame z 
He skill'd to paint, in ſtoneto frame 
This, now a God, a Mortal now. 
But [ have not the means ; nor thou 
A mind, or purſe, that wants ſuch knacks. 
Verſe thou doſt love, Thou thalt not lack 
For Verſe. And hear me what 'tis worth. 
Not infcrib'd Marbles planted forth 
To publick view, which give rew breath 
To great and good men atter death : 
Not the ſwift flight of Hannibal, 
And is threats turn'd to his own wall : 
Not perjur'd Carthage wrapt in flame, 
| By which young Scipio brought a name 
| From conquer'd Africk: ſperis uts praile 
$0 loud as the Pzerian Lays. 
Nor, were Books (ilenc'd, could'ſt thou gain 
# The Guerdon of thy vertuous pain. 
| What had become of Jlia's child 
| $1e bare to Mars, had darkneſs veil'd 
The merits of our Roulus 2 
From Stygzan waters /Eacus, 
| Vertue and fav'ring verſe afloils, 
e inÞ And confecratesto the bleſt Iiles : 
; Amanthat hath deferv'd rhave praiſe, 
| The Muſe embalms ; She keeps Heavens Keys. 
| Thus Hercules (his labours palt) 
| With Jupiter takes wiſht repalt : 
| The ſons of Leda Stars are made, 
And give the ſinking Sea-man aid 3 
God Bacchus, crowned with Vine-leaves, 
His drooping Votaries relieves. 
L 2 ODE 
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OBE IX. By Sir R. F. 
To L OLLIO. 


That his TVritings ſhould never periſh: Vertue without 
the belp of Verjes is buried in oblivion. That he 
will {1g Lollio's praiſes, whoſe vertie he now alſo 
celebrates. 


Eſt thou ſhould'ſt think the words which I 
I (By ſounding Av{#d born) compile 
To marry withthe Lute b' a skill 
Never before reveal'd, ſhall die : 
Though Homer lead the Van, the Muſe 
Of Pindar, nor Alcexs heights, 
Grave Steſtchore, nor Cea7 highs, 


Are filenc'd, or worn out of ule. 
Nor what of old Aracrcor plaid, 

Hath time defac'd : Love lights his fire 

And with his Quiver wears the Lyre 

Of the yet frelh /AEolian Maid. 
Helen was not the only ſhe, 

A curled Gallant did inflame, 

The {plencor of his Royal train, 

And Cold and Pearls embroyderie. 
Nor Tezccr firſt that drew a ſtrong 

Cycionian bow. Trojans had fought 

Bcetore: nov1 that age only wrought 

Deeds worthy of the Muſes ſong. 
Nor valiant He@or, and the brave 

Deiphob, vere the only men 
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Receiv'd deep wounds upon them then, 
Their children and chaſte wives to fave :; 
Men f{laſh'd &'re Diomed was made : 

But all are in oblivion drown'd, 
And put unmourn'd into the ground, 
For lack of ſacred Poets a1d, 
Vertuethat's buried, and dead Sloth, 
Differ not much. Un-underſtood 
Thou ſhalt not die; nor fo mach good 
As thou haſt acted tecd the Moth, 
Lollio, thou art a man haſt «kill 
To fathom things : that being tri'd 
In either Fortune, could'it abide 
In both upright, and Lo#70 (till. 
Of covetous fraud a ſcourge ſevere : 
On whom the all-attracting Gold 
Conld with its Tenters ne'r take hold : 
Nor Conſul of one year, When e're 
A vertnows Magiſtrate, and true, 
Shall call good, gain, bid Bribes avaunt; 
Upon Oppolers bellies plant 
His conqu'ring Flags 3 Loo, that's you. 
He is not happy that hath much : 
But whoſo can his mind diſpoſe 
To ule aright what Heaven beſtows, 
He juſtly is accounted ſuch : 
It he know how hard want to bear : 
And fear a crime, more than his end ; 
It for his Country, or his Friend 
To (take his life he doth not fear, 
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ODE X. By T. F. Parapbraſed. 
To Ligurinus, a beauteons Youth. 


i; IS true, thou yet art fair (my Lignrine) 
No down as yet environs cheek, or chin : 
But when thoſe hairs which now do flow,(hall fall 
And when thy Rofie cheeks turn wan and pale ; 
When in thy Glaſs another Ligarine thou 
Salt ipy, and ſcarce thy bearded ſelf ſhalt know; 
Then thou ({eſpis'd) ſhall fing this piteous Song ; 
Why amTold ? or why was ever young ? 


— —— _ © —— 


A Parapkraſe on the ſame Ode, by R.N. 


Ond Lad, who in thy youthful Bloom 
Nere think'it upon old Age to come, 
When thy fair Locks ſhall be all gray, 
Or (what 1s worlſc) quite faln away. 
Thy Face, now dycd with white and red, 
Be with a griily Beard o'rc-{pread. 
When this thou ſeeft, thou'lt cry, alas, 


( 


An 


How much I'm chang'd trom what I was? (vain; Þ 


And wiſththou hadſt been v1d, when young, in 


Or beirg now old, coulattbut be young again. Þ 
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ODE XI. By T. F. Paraphrael, 


To PHILLIS. 


Ome Phil/is, gentle Phillis! prithee come, 
[ have a Glals of rich old Wine at home, 
And in my Garden curious Flowers do grow, 
That languiſh to adorn thy brow. 
The Ivy, and the yellow Crowtfoot there 
With verdant Chaplets wait to braid thy hair 
With filver Goblets all my houſe docs ſhine, 
And Vervain round my Altar twine, 
On which the beſt of all my flock ſhall bleed 3 
Come, and obſerve with what ofticious ſpeed 
Each Lad, and Laſs of all my houſe attends 
Till to my roof the {moke afcende. 
If thou would'lt know why thou mult be my 
[tell thee 'tis to celebrate a Fealt, (gueſt, 
The Ides of April, which have ever been 
Devoted to the Cyprian Queen : 
A day more ſacred, and more fit for mirth 


{ Than that which gave me(worthleſs mortal)birth: 


For on that day Mecenas firlt ſaw light, 
Born for our wonder, and delight. 


# My Phils, fince thy years come on apace, 
{ Subſtitutemein Telephrs his place, 


' © He's now imploy'd by one more rich, more fair, 


And proudly does her ſhackles wear. 


| Remember what became of Phactor ; 
| Remember what befel Bellerophor ; 


That by Ambition from his Fathers Throne, 
And this, by Pegaſis thrown down, 
L 4 Con- 
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Content thy ſelf with whart is fit for thee. 
Happy that couple that in years agree! 
Shun others, and accept my parity, 

AndI will end my Loves with thee. 
Thou art the laſt whom I intend to court, 
Come then; and (to preparethce for the ſport) 
Learn Prick {2ng, ard my merry Odesreherle, 

lany a Care is charar'd by Verſe. 


ODE XII. By Sir T. H. 
To VIRGIL. 


Te deſcribeth the approach of the Spring , and int 


tcth Virgil to a Banquet ander condition. 


Outh Winds, the Spring attending [til], 
a )Now Seas becalm, and Sails do fill 3 
Now Froſts make not the Meadows hoar,” 
Nor Winter Snow, ſwoln Rivers roar. 


The lucklets Bird her ncſt doth frame, - 
B-wailtng Itys, and the ſhame | 

Ot! Ceerops houſe, and that fo 11), F; 
Or Kins rude Juſt, (he wrought her will. A 
The Shep! herds of rich Flocks reheric, A 
Andtoth ir Pipes chaunt rural Verſe: S| 
ScEking his Godhead to appeaſe, 0 
* nom Floc Ke and Hills Arcadia pleaſe. Y 
4 inidetimes do thulty ſeaſons {cnd, } 
ut if thou (F7r:il Cafar's friend ;) 
C:iler ian Wires cinitto! Te - \ 
Tome witl farant Ut; *$ ic, / 
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\nd purchaſe with a little Box, 

ine, which Slpitizs ſafely locks, 
New hopes molt pow rful to create, 
4nd bitter cares to diſſipate : 
To which content it thou agree, 
&ay not, but quickly come to me : 
[lenot (free coſt) my cups caroule, 
As rich men in a plenteous houſe. 
Then leave delays, and gain's deſire, 
And mindtul of black Funeral fire, 
« Short folly mix with Counſels beſt, 
«Tis ſweet ſornctime to be in jelt. 


ODE XIII By Sir T. H. 
Againſt LY CE. 
Who being old , is become a ſcorn to young men. 


HE Gods have (Lyce) heard my vow, 
My vow 1s heard, Thart old, yet thou 
Fain would'ſt (torſooth) be counted fair, 
And quaft, and wanton with the air : 
And (drunk) with trembling voice invite 
Slow Cupid, whotakes more delight, 
On Chia's roſie cheeks to ſtay, 
Youthful, and skill'd in Muſicks lay. 


He reſtleſs with ſwiſt motion flies 


From wither'd Oaks, and from thee hies, 
Whom rotten teeth, and wrinkled face, 
And head of ſnowy hair diſerace. 


Nor 
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Nor can bright Coan Purples uſe, he 
Or brighteſt gems the time reduce, bis 
Which once Ri-wingd age hath clos'd, or | 
In publick Calenders diſpos'd. 

Where is thy beauty fled? Ay me ! 

Thy colour freſh, and motion free ? 

What haſt thou left of that, entire, 

Which earſt enkindled am'rous hire ? 

And me did from my felf divert ; 

Next (ynaras, thou happy wert, 

For pleating beauty and ſweet grace, 

Diſcover'd 1n a lovely face. 

But Fates to Cynaras did ow 

Short life, and Lyce like the Crow, 

They here ſurviving longer hold, 

That youth inflamed may behold, 

Not without laughter and much ſcorn, 

A burning Torchto aſhes worn. 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, By W. C, 


| Y Prayersare heard, O Lyce, now 5 (tha 
They'reheard : Years write thee ag'd , ye" 

Youthful, and green in will, 

Purr'(t in ſor handſome (till ; 

And ſhameleſs do'{t intrude among 

The feaſts and ſportingsof the young. 

There ſham'd with Wine thy ragged throat 

To Cupid ſhakes ſome feeble note, 

To move unwilling fires, 

And croſs our long 'd deſires, 
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hen he (till awakes in Chzzs face, 
kg that's fre(h and fings with grace : 
or he '(choice God) doth in his flight 
Sip ſapleſs Okes, and will not light 
pon thy checks or brow, 
uſe deep wrinkles now, 
ray hairs, and teeth decay'd, and worn, 
refent thee foul, and fit for ſcorn. 
Vhither 1s now that (otineſs flown ? 
Vhither that bluſh, that motion gone ? 
1s! what now 1n thee 
left of all that ſhe ? 
That ſhe that loves did breath and deal, 
What Horace from him(ſclt did ſteal, 
Thou wert awhile the cried-up face 
If taking arts and catching grace, 
y Cyrara being dead 3 
ut my fair Cynara's thread 
ates broke, 1n:cnding thine to draw, 
— Wil thou cgnteis with th' aged Daw, 
That tho, young Lovers, once thy prey, 
Thy zealous eager Servants may 
thaſMake thee their common ſport, 
Cf ind to thy houle reſort, 
Toſce a Torch that proudly burn'd, 
Now into colder aſhes turn'd. 


ODES. 


ODE XIV. By Sir T. H. 
To AUGUSTUS. 4 


Honours cannot be given to Auguſtus by the Se 
_ and People of Rome, which may be equivalent 
his Vertnes. 


Hat care of Senators, or Roxas (tate 
y y May with full Honours meed perpetuate 
Thee (C2/ar ) grav'd on Statues, or comprize 
Thy vertues in Romes annual memories ? 
( O thou of Princes mightieſt) where his rays, 
The Sun o're habitable Climes diſplays 3 
Who Vandals, ignorant of Latian rites, 
Haſt (lately) taught the worth in Martial fight 
For Druſa with thy Souldiers hath ſubdu'd Þ 
Swift-footed Breanians. and (zenannians rude: 
Yea Forts on Alp:ze Mountains dreadful grow 
Hath more than once (victorious) overthrown 
Then did the clder Nero battel wage; 
And with ſucceſs repel the Rhetians rage. 
Admir'd in fight by all, what flaughters he 
Made, where they vow'd to dic for liberty, 
As when South-winds on ſurly billows ride, 
Whilſt ſhowry Plezades the clouds divide, 
He breakirg Hoſtile Squadrons, with full ſpeed 
k u!1'd through the thickeſt Troops with fiery (tet 
Or as bi-forked Arfidas, amain 
Furs bellowing forth along th Apnliaz plain, 
\/hien he with rage, and ſwelling Floods abound 
Yhreatning a Deluge to the tilled grounds; 
' U 
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. (laudizs, with vaſt force impetuous goes, 
ating down armed raxks of barb'rous foes ; 

| with them all cut off, the Earth he ſtrcws, 
(Vitor) his whole Hoſt in ſafety views : 
jou force ſupplying, Counſcls to direQ, 

dthe Gods made propitious, to protect. 

jr on the day when Alexandria's Port 

)thee did ſuppliant yield, with th' empty Court, 
te fortune, that day, three luſtres fully ſpent, 
tuateFave to thy crowned battels good event, 

ze ſcquird thee praiſe, and wiſhed honour won, 
joſe Martial feats of Warfare being done. 
mabrians which before yoke rever knew, 

he Indian, Mede, and wand'ring Scythian crew, 
ith admiration {truck do gaze on thee, 

he preſent weal of Roxze and Italy : ) 

Feyptian Nilus, taught his ſource to hide, 

er, and Tygris ſtreams that (wiſtly glide, 

he Monſter-breeding Ocean, who doth rore, 
othe far diſtant banks o'th* Britiſh (hore, 

he Gauls, who fear not death ;. yea barren land 
If ſtout Iberian clime, ſerve thy Command : 
cambrians , vow d in (laughter to delight, 

y weapons down, adore, and will not fight. 


* Go 
alent 


C— 


OD E XV. By Sir T. H. 


The praiſe of AUGUSTUS. 


Y Muſe by Phebus was rebuk'd of late 
For ſinging Wars,and vanquiſh'd Cities fate: 
Like 
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Like thoſe who 1n the Tyrrhexe Oceans rage, 
Do little fails advance. (Czar) thy age 
Aﬀordeth plenteous fruns unto the fields, 54 
And to Joves Capitol our Enfigns yields 

From Parthian Pillars ſnatch'd, and after jars 

Hath cloſed Janus Temple, free from wars : 
Confuſion hath with order rectifi'd, 

And wandring liberty, with fetters ty'd : c—_ 
Hath ancient Arts recall'd ; by which 'tis known 
Heſperia's ſtrength, and Latine name hath grown 
Imperial pomp hath ſprcad, and glory won, 
Stretch'd from the rifing to the ſetting Sun. 

While Ceſar 1s our Guardian, civil War, 


Nor violence, our peacctul reſt ſhall marre ; 1 
Not anger,which Swords ſharp'neth, & confoun(} }/ 
Cities, unhappy made with mutual wounds : b 


Nor thy, for thirſt, that drinkin ſjter deep, þ 
Shall once retuſc the J#l;ar laws to kwep : 

Not Seres, faithleſs Perſians, northe Getes, 

Nor thoſe, who near to Tanars have their ſeats, 1 
And we on Holy-eves, and Holy-days, To 
Amonglt tree Cups to merry Bacchus praiſe ; | 
With wite and children ſtanding in our fight, WI, 
(Firſt Gods invoking with religious rite) | 


Will gl:dly, as our Grandfires did, reherſe, Sh 
(And tun'ing Lydian Pipe to various verſe) 
Heroick Captains, Troy, Azchiſes gone, O01 


And brave /tneas, Cytherga's fon. 


The end of the Odes: 
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EPODES 


Wn: EP o DE I. By SirR. F. 
ToMEACENAS. 


He offers himſelf to accompany Mzcenas going to the 
nt War of Actium, ot for any help he can bring him 
by bis preſence, but becauſe being preſent he ſhall 

have leſs apprehenſtons for hime. 


Hou got now our Fleets General, 
, Our Fleet, the Empires wall : 
Totake thy Sov'raigns danger, preſt 
Upon thy willing brelt. 
|, to whom life in thineis ſweet, 
But bitter without it, 
Shall I(though bid) mine eaſe purſue 
(No eaſe it wanting you) 
Or elſe with courage maſculine 
Make one in the deſign ? 
will: and thee ore Alpes T]> follow, 
Through Lands unſeen b* Apollo; 
And to the fartheſt Weſtern part, 
With an undaunted heart. 
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Thou't ask, what ſerves my going for, Th 
Weak, and unapt for War ? | 
I ſhall fear leſs, if I bethere ; : W] 
Abſence augmenteth fear. 
So Birds, divorc'd from their raw young, an 
Fear morethe Snakes fork'd tongue : | 
Whereas (alas) if they had ſtaid, Or 
They could havelent no aid. | 
Thisand all warfares I'de embrace, Or 
Only to gain thy grace: | 
Not that my galling ploughs may vex Or 
A hundred Oxens necks : 
Nor that my flocks when the Dog raigns, Wi 
For Hills may change the Plains : 
Nor that my In-land Seat may reach Th 
To the far diſtant Beach, | 
Thy bounty hath o're-flow'd my meaſure ; Un 
I would not maſs up Treaſure | 
To bury with the Miers care, Bet 
Or {quander like his heir. | 
L _ = 
EPeoDE II. BySir R. F. Bu 


He comprehends in this Ode divers praiſes of a Cour Eit 
try life « Commending it chiefly from the tranquil | 
lity and frugality thereof. Or 


Appy is he, that free from mental toil, (ollÞ An 

Like the old Mortals, ploughs his Natveh * 

With his own Oxen; out of debt : Nor leads | W! 
A Soulciers life, (till in atarmsz nor dreads 


E PODES. 161 


Th'enraged Sea : and flies at any rate (Great. 
From Law-ſuits, and the proud porch of the 
What docs he then 2 He, lofty Poplars joyns 
Unto adult and] marrtageavle Vines ; 
knd the wild branches with his Sickle lopt, 
Doth better children in their roams adopt 3 
Orin a hollow valley, from above, 
Behold his Jowing herds ſecurely rove 3 
Or, his belt Honey, which he means to keep, 
Puts in clean pots : or {hears his tender ſheep. 
Or when plump Anturn ſhews his bending head 
With mellow Apples beautifully red, 
With what a guſt his grafted Pears he pulls; 
And Grapes, the poor mans Purple! whence he 
The faireſt, for thee Priap 3 and for thee (cuils 
Syhovanus, Guardian of his husbandry. 
Under an aged Oak he loves to paſs 
The heats ; or lolling on the matted grafs, 
Between deep banks a River row!s the while; 
The Birds they prattle to the Trees that ſmile 
A purling Brook runs chiding all the way, 
Which gentle {{umibers to his eyes convey. 
But when rough V 7uter thundring comes,to throw 
The treaſures open of the Rain and Snow ; ; 
| a with Dogs, bchind him and betore 
He drives into his toilsthe tusked Boar ; 
Or ſpreads his thinner Nets beſide fome buſh, 
An ambuſcado for the greedy Thruſh, 
And (dear delights Jinveigle 5 inhis ſhare 
The Traveller-Woodcock.and the Coward- Hare, 
Who at theſe ſports, evades not all thoſe darts, 
With which looſe loveaſſaults our vacant hearts. 
M | But 
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But if a vertuous Wife, that bears ſweet fruit 

Yearly toone, and guides the houſe to bot: 
(Such as the Sabixe, or the Sun-burnt froe 

Of him,that was choſe Conſul from the Plough 
Build of old logs, gainſt her good man comes hone 

Weary, a fire as high as halt the room 3 
And ſhutting in knit hurdles the glad beaſts, 

With her own hand unlade their {wagging breaſt 

And drawing this years Wine from the ſweet But. 

Dainties unbought upon the Table put 3 
Your Lucrine Oyſters cannot pleaſe me more, 

Nor a freſh Sturgeon ftrighted to our ſhore, 
Nor any rarer fiſh, No Pheaſant Hen, 

Or Quail,go down my throat more ſavory,the 
An Olive, gather'd from the fatteſt bough : 

Cool Endive, wholeſom Mallows ; or allow 
A Lamb upon ſome mighty Feſtival ; 

Or Kid from the Wolts jaws;that's worth them d 
Amid(t theſe feaſts, how ſweet 'tis to behold 

The well-ted Sheep run wadling to their fold! 
To ſeethe wearied Oxe come trailing back 

Th' inverted Plough upon his drooping neck; Þ 
And the Plough-boys (the ſwarm that makes u 

thrive ) 

Surround the ſhining Hearth, content and blith 
All this the Us'rer Alphexs having ſed, 

Reſolv*'d (what elſe *) a Country lite to lead ; 
At Michaelmas calls all his Moneys in, | 
But at Our Lady puts them out agin. | 


% 
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Ut 
)ot : 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame. 


ugh 


T Hat man 1s bleſt, who void of care, 
None 


(As oncethe Primitive Mortals were ) 
With's Oxen ploughs his Fathers land, 
Freed from the Ulurers griping han : 
eff} He's neither mov'd at Trumpets call, 

Bur Nor dreads the threatning Waves at all ; 
Heſhuns the place where Lawyers prate, 
And comes not at the Great mans gate. 
Then either he rogether twines, 

The lofty Poplars and the Vines, 

the# And lopping off the uſelels Wood, 

Makes up the breach with branches good, 
os | Orin ſome twiſting vale his eyen 

Do view the wandring herds of Kine 
go Orpots his Honey, ſtrain'd to keep, 

Or ſhears the wool of's tender Sheep 3 
14S Or when Autumnys from the ground 

Has heav'd his head with Apples crown'd * 
k.& How crops he pears, and Grapes that vie 
v# With Purple 't felt for noble Dye : 

Which ſhould be thine Przaps, and 
i Thine Sylvan, Guardian ot his land. 

The rooted graſs now bcars each limb, 
Thenth' antient Tex covers him, 

Mean while the falling waters ring, 

And Birds unto that Mulick ling 3 

The Springs ſuch pleaſant murmurs keep, 
As ſeem tinvite to gentle lleep 


M 2 
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But when Joves Winter Quarter brings 


Deep Snows, and Showers, theſe cruel things; - 
He eicher drives the ſwift-toot Bores To 
With Dogs to th' nets deceitful doors, The 
Or with his fork ſpreads a ſlight Gin Laſt 
To trap the warbling Thruſhes in. Pac 
Or ſtrives for the delicious prey v 
Ot Hares, or Cranes, or [uch as they. Voy 

None of theſe cares can here be found, Tha 
With which our City lives abound ; Neo 


Burt if my chaſt Wite joyntly do 
Her part for th' houſe, and children too, —_ 
Such as Sabina, or ſuch as 

Apulizs Sun-burnt Conſort was 

With old Logs if ſhe raiſe on high 

A fire again(t her Husband's nigh, 

And hu:dling upthe Ews in Pen, 1 
Empty their well-fill'd dups agen : [ 
It ſhe provide with this years Wine, 
And home-ſpun fare wherewith to dine. 
For Lwcrine Shell-fiſh I don't care, A 
Nor piizc the Rhombus or the Scare: 

It any fuch a {torm our friend, W 
Thund4'ring upon the Seas, does ſend, 
A Turkey-cock won't down with me, W 
Nor can the Jovian Moor-hens be 
More toothſome than the Oltve-tree 3 

Nor more docs pleaſe my honeſt palat 
Than Mallows, or green Sorrel-ſallat 5 T 
Or Lamb that's (lain at Termir« teaſt, 

Or Kid ſnatcht trom a rav'nous beaſt. 
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Amidſt this food, 'tis great delight 
To ſee th' full Sheep pad home at night, 
Toſee the bellowing Oxen bring, 
The levell'd Plough e'ne languiſhing : 
Laſtly, the men, that ſwarming quire, 
Placd round about the ſhining fire. 

When Alphens thus his Speech had done, 
Vowing to turn a Country-man, 
That Quarter took his Money in, 
Next (wiſely) pur it out agen, 


EPODE II. By T, F. Paraphraſed, 
To MECENAS, 


N time to come, if ſuch a crime ſhould be 
| As Parricide, (foul villany !) 
A Clove of Garlick would revengc that evil ; 
(Rare diſh for Plough-men, or the Devil !) 
Accurſed root! how does it jounce aid claw ! 
It works like Rats-bane in my maw. 
What witch contriv'd this (trat'gem tor my breath! 
Poiſon'd at once, and ({tunk to death ; 
With this vile juyce Mede2 (ure) did noint 
Jaſon (her Love) in every joynt; 
When untam'd Bulls in yokes he led along, 
This made his manhood ſmell fo {trong : 
This gave her Dragon venom to his ſting, 
And ſet the Hagg upon the wing. 
[burn, I parch, as dry as dult Tam, 
1; Such drought on Puglia never came. 
M 3 Altides 
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Alcicles could not bear fo much asT, 
He oft was wet, but never dry. 

Mzcenas ! do but taſte of your own Treat, 
And what you gave your Poet, eat 

Then goto bed, and court your Miſtreſs there, 
Shel never kiſs you I dare ſwear, 


— — — — 


EeODE IV. By Sir R. F. 
To Volterus Mena, Pompey's freed-man. 


Hat diſaccord betwecn us two find, 

-£ Which Natures law hath Lambs and Vole 
disjoyn'd. 

(O thou, whoſe ſides with Spaniſh whips are torn, 
And palled legs with ſtubborn fetters worn. ) 
Thovg|:,proud of wealth,thon walk with pompou 
« Fortune correcteth not ignoble race, ( pace, 
Sceſt not when to the Capitol through the Town, 
Thou ſtalk'tt along clad in thy Six-cll-Gown, 
How In»dieration, limitleſs and free 
Ot patlers to and tro refletts on thee? 
He, who was earſt with Traumvirs ſmart biows, 
Laſh'd il! the loathing Beadle weary grows; 
A thouſand plough'd Faterrian Acres brags, 
And treads the Appiarn way with well-pac'd nags 
And on cliict Benches l:tteth (in deſpight 
Ot 0;.0$81aw) a moſt accompliſh'd Knight! 
V/ hat needs great Ceſar then to go abaut 
S:> many goodly Ships to furniſh our 
Wainlt wretched Pyrates, and the flaviſh band, 
1-1is, tris man digvity'd with prime command! 
EPODE 
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EeoDE V. BySir T, H. 


Jnoble youth, whom Canidia, and other Witches had 
ſtoln, and ſet in the earth up to the chin,purpoſing to 
famiſh hint, that they might by Art Magick make 4 
Love-drink of his Liver and Marrow. 


God, who e'rein Heaven doſt guide 
JTheearth, and men which here abide, 

What meansthisnoife, and why on me, 

Do you all look ſo rufully ? 

Ah, for thy Childrensſake forbear, 

If at ſuch Births Lacina were. 

By this vain Purple Robe, I pray, 

By Jove, who will not like your way, 
Why frown you on me, Step-dame like, 
Or beaſt, whom eager Hunters ſtrike ?2 
While here the trembling Lad doth (tay, 
Made to deſpoil from rich array 

Histender body (which might force 

The cruel Thracian to remorſe : 

(anidia,, whoſe unkembed head 

Was with ſhort Vipers filletted, 

Commands from Graves, wild Fig-trees torn, 
And Cypreſs, which doth Biers adorn : 

Epos ſteept in Blood of Toads, to bring, 
With feathers from the Scritch-Owls wing; 
Herbs of Tolco's baneful field, 
And poiſons, Theſſaly doth yield 
bones ſnatch'd from jaws of hungry Bitch, 
Toburn with flames of Colchique witch, 


M 4 Quick 
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Quick Sagan who doth waters fling, 
Fetch'd fiom Averns loathſome Spring, 
Briltles her hair, as moody Bore, 

Or the Sea-wrchin near the hore, 

While Veja free trom all remorſe 

Ot horrid deeds, the ground-'gan force 
With ſtubborn ſpade; and hard ſhe (wet 
That in it the whelm'd ſtripling ſet, 
Might twice or thrice a day be ply'd 
With view of Viands,ull he dy : 

In which, up tothechin he ſtood, 

As they who wade within the flood. 
That his drain'd Marrow, Liver dry, 
Her with a Love-drink might ſupply 
When once his fainting eyes were {py & 
To fink at ſight of food deny'd. 

Nay ecaſctyl Naples did believe, 

And the near Towns-folk receive 

That Folia of Ariminum 

Luſtful (ar. like ) did thither come : 
Whoſe ſpells have power trom Orbs of light, 
The charmed Moon, and Stars to fright, 
Canidia here for ſpleen prepar'd 

With black rcer': gnawing nails unpar'd, 
What mutter'd ſhe 2 what not? O ye 
You conſcious arbiters with me, 

Night, and Diane Queen of reſt, 

Row we perform our dark beheſt 

Be preſent here : your anger throw, 
And powerful Godhead on my foe, 
While a fearful bealts cloſe covert keep, 
Charm'd with the cale of gentle llcep. 
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t the Suburran dogs report, 
Chat all may jeer it, the reſort 
"f the old wanton, fleek with Nard ; 
ter my hands havene're prepar'd. 
ow, how ! why do Medza's charms 
ind deadly drugs cauſe greater harms, 

Vherewith ſhe took revenge at full 

0n Creons daughter, that proud Trull, 
hen a Gown dipt1n pois nous Bane, 

urned the gift and Bride to flame ? 

ut plant nor root 1n crags conceal'd 

teſts from my notice, unreveal'd : 

& Varus , not with love 1n ure, 

In beds perfumed, (leeps ſecure : 

But, ab, he walks, freed by the ſpells 

Of ſome, whoſe knowledge more excels. 

OVarus, by ſtrange drugs, to me 

(Damn'd to endure much miſery) 

Thou ſhalt return; nor thy fick mind 
rom Marſzaz charms ſhall comfort find. 
A ſtronger Cup I will deviſe 

Id for thee, who do'ſt me deſpiſe. 

Heaven ſhall below the Sea deſcend, 
And o're the Sea the Earth diſtend ; 

It thou like pitch in dusky fire 
Conſumeſt not with my deſire. 

The Boy ſought them to ſooth no more 
With gentle words, as heretofore, 

But doybtful what he firſt ſhould ſpeak, 
Thus direfully doth filence break; 

Let Charms and Spells do what they can, 

They cannot change the Fate of man. 
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Tle haunt you ſtill : For ſetled hate 

No ſacrifice doth expiate. 

When forc'd by you my ſoul is fled, 

Ile come a Fury to your bed, 

And a ſad Ghoſt your faces tear 

(Such power on earth have Spirits here : ) 
And as the Night-mare, on your cheſt, 

Fle vex, and ſcare you from your reſt. 

The thronging people in the ſtreet, 

Baſe Hags (hall ſtone. you, when ye meet : 
Your limbs untomb'd the Wolves ſhall tear, 
And Vultures to Eſquilie bear: 

Nor (ah) my Parents after me 

Shall fail this ſpectacle to ſee. an 


EP ODE VI. By T. F. Paraphraſed. 


Heainſt Caſſius Severus,a revileful «nd wanton Pot, p 


Hou Village- Curr ! why do'ſt thou bark a, 
A Wolt might come,and go,tor thee.(mef þ 
At me thou openeſt wide, and think'(t that I "0 
Will bark with thee for company. R 
I'm of another kind, and bravely dare, 0 
(Like th' Maſtiff) watch my flock with care: Þ 
Dare hunt through ſnow , and ſeize that ſavagthhe;. 
That might my darling folds moleſt: (bealtF 
Thou (only in the noiſe thou mak'(t ) robuſt ls 
Leav'(toff the chaſe; leap'(t at a cruſt, þ 
But havea care! for if I vent my ſpleen, Tis 
I (for a ſhift) can make thee grin: /þ 
| Ile 
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lemake thee (it Jambicks once I ſing) 

To dye, like Bupalws, in a (tring. 

hen any man inſults © re me, ſhall [ 

Put finger in mine eye, and cry ? 


nc En 
— 


PIN ——  —  _—  <—_— A 


EPODE VIL. By Sr R. F. 


To the People of Rome. 


in Execration of the ſecond Civil War waged after 
the death of Julius, by Brutus and Catlius oz the 
owe ſide 5, on the other by Octavius, M. Anthony, 
and Lepidus. 


Hy , why your ſheath'd Swords drawn 
Whither ruſh ye,impious brood ? (again? 
avenot the earth yet and the mair, 
Drunk enough of Latin blood ? 
@ that proud Carthage burnt might be, 
Rival of the Roman State, 
Nor the chaſt Miſtreſs of the Sea 
Britain, on our Triumphs wait 3 
but that the thing the Parthians crave, 
Rome, may make her ſcIf away. 
lonsand Wolves this temp'rance have, 
On their Kind they will not prey. 
3 Þst a blind rage, or force more ſtrong, 
Or Crime drives you? Speak. They look 
is pale as death, and hold their tongue, 
As their Souls were Planet-ſtrook. 
Tis ſo ; dire Fates the Romans haunt, 
And a Fratricidal guilt : 
Since- 
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Since blood of Remms innocent, 
On the curſed ground was ſpilt. 


— 
a, 


EroDE VIII. ByT. F. Paraphraſed. | 


eb 

A 

To an Old Woman courting him. C 

O me thou ſuperannuated Bitch ? \W, 
What?muſt I ſcratch where thou do'ſt its 


O cole-hole mouth ! with what a comely grace 
Thoſe reverend Gutters drain that face! 
Around her rump, how her lean haunch-bonÞf 

Like Ghoſts about the Pit below ! (ſhoy! 
Thoſe freckled breaſts hke two Gooſe-eggs ap 
Plump as the Udders of a Mare. (pe: 
Lank is her gut, which Bodkin-thighs ſupport, 
Her Legslike Nine-pins, thick, and ſhort. 
But thou art rich: well-—beitſo! and thou 
In Coach, or in Sedan do'ſt go : 
Loaded with Jewels, as thou art with years, 
Haſt Pearls like Pumpions 1n thine ears. 
Becauſe thou art a Virtuoſa too, 
Thou think'ſt by that, to make me do. 
No, no, go hire ſome Threſher with his Flail 
To {windge thy old, thy muſty tail : 
The rankeſt Ploughman hardly will vouchſafe 
Thy feeble Lechery to chafe. 
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EP oO DE IX. By Sir T. H. 


_ To MECENAS. 


e beforehand feels the contentment he ſalltake from 
Auguſtus his viFory againſt M. Anthony, and 
Cleopatra. 


7 Hen ſhall I Cecube Wines, that ſtored lie! 

<8 VV.-For banquets, glad at Ceſars. victory 

« (0 Jove will haveit)in thy ſtately houſe, 

ith thee, my dear Mzcenas. free caroulc ? 

&cſounding notes that mingle Flutes withLyre3 

, Dorique, ſpeaking joy, that Phyyezan, Ire : 

s when Neptunian Pompey droven, fled 

rough (traitned Seas, with Navy ruined, (he 

ho Rozre had threatned with thoſe chains, which 

Had ta'ne from treacherous Servitors, made free, 

he Roman Souldier by a woman ty'd 

Inſlaviſh bands (ah this will be deny'd 

dy after times ) lugs arms, earth, ſtakes, and tent, 

Stving her with'red Eunuchs to content 3 

nd Phebus *mongſt their Exſigns doth eſpy, 

fer net-like and laſcivious Canopy. 

but the bold French proclaiming Ceſar's name, 

hence with two thouſand Horſe (trait hither 

nd the ſwift proweſs of hoſtile veſſels lie (came 

urn'd to the left hand, ready (ct to tlie. 

) gladſome triumph ! thou retard'{t the dritt 

Ut golden chariot, and young heifers gift : 

Vpladſome triumph ! from Jucurthian war.Cpare z 

hou brought'ſt no Captain might with this com- 
Nor 


W! 
ap 


- 


DE 
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Nor African, whoſe noble valours praiſe, A 
Did laſting monuments o're Carthage raiſe, [\ 
The foe, by Sea, and Land, now vanquiſh'd & 
And a black Caſſock for a Purple wears; Net 
Not knowing whether adverſe winds will caſt ſh 
Him, on rich Crete with hundred Cities grac'd R 
Or on theQuick-ſands with South-billows tok; h 
Or the wide Main in danger to be loſt, 
Boy, cups bring hither for a larger draught; We 
Let Chian or the Lesbian Grape be ſought : 

Or fill Cecubian Wines without delay, Ne 
Which may a queezy loathing drive away : : 
The care, and fear of Czſar's happy ſtate, 

Let us with merry Bacchas diſlipate. _ 


— — 


EPODE X. By T. F. Paraphraſed, 


Againſt Mztius a Poet. A 
ND art thou ſhip'd friend Dogrel!—gaQ,. 
A Thou peſt of Helicon. $'?! 
Now for an Hurricane to bang thy fides 
(Curlt Wood in which he rides! 7 
An Eaſt-wind tear thy Cables, crack thy Oar, p 
While every billow roars. 
With ſuch a wind let all the Ocean (well F 
As wafted Noll to Hell : V 
No friendly Star o're all the Sea appear | 
While thou beelt there ; 


Lor: 


Nor kinder deſtiny there may '{t thou meet, n 
Than the proud Greciax Fleet, 
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When Pallas did their Admiral deſtroy 
Return'd from ruin'd Troy. 
F\(cthinks T ſee thy Mariners faint, and thee 
Look ſomewhat ſcurvily : 
alt Thou call'ſt on Jove, as if great Jove had time 
cd To mind thy Grub-ſtreet rhyme, 
9% hen the proud waves their heads to Heav'n do 
Himſelf ſcarce free from fear: (rear 
Well !—If the Gods ſhould thy wreckt carcaſe 
To Beaſts, or fouls of th' air, (ſhare 
ſle facrifice to them, that they may know | 
| I canbe civil too. 


d 


) 


— 


EP oO DE XI. By T. F. Paraphraſed. 
To Pettius his Chamber-fellow. 


H Pettizs! T have done with Poetry, 
I'ye parted with my liberty, 
& For Cypid's ſlavery. 
(id that peeviſh God has ſingled out 
S Me, from among the Rhyming rout, 
For Boys, and Girls to flout : 
December now has thrice ſtript every tree, 
Since bright [nachia's tyranny 
Has laid its chains on me. 
Now fie upon me! all aboutthe Town 
My Miſs I treated up and down, 
[ for a Squire was known. 
Lord what a whelp was I! to pule and whine, 
Toſigh, to ſob, and to repine ! 
Ss For thy ſake (Miſtreſs mine !) 


| 
ars 


Thou 
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Thou didſt my Verſe, and thou my Muſe deſpiſe 
My want debas'd me in thine eyes, 
Thou wealth, not wit, did(t prize. 
Fuddled with Wine, and Love my ſecrets flew, 


Stretcht on thoſe racks, I told thee true, 
What did my felt undo. (Dane V 
Well! plague me not too much imperiouſſam 
Leſt I blaſpheme thy charming name, T 
And quench my former flame. Can 
] can give others place, and ſee thee die _ \ 
Damn'd with their prodigality, [kn 
It I fet on't, ſo ſtout am 1. 1 
Thou know'ſt (my Friend) thus havel often (No 
When, by her forceries miled, l 


Thou bad'ſ{t me home to bed: 

Evn then my practice.gave my tongue the lye, # | 
I could not her curſt houſe pals by : «Pp, 

I tear'd, but could not fly. " 

Since that, for young Lyciſcus I'm grown mad; þ* 
Tnachia ſuch a face ne're had, 3 


It isa lovely Lad. «C 

From his embraces I ſhall ne're get free, ; 
Nor friends advice, nor infamy «V\ 
Can difintangle me : . , 
Yetif ſomebrighter Obje& I ſhould ſpy *H 


That, might perhaps debauch my Eye, 
Ana lhake my conſtancy. «I 


Ile 
W, 


IM! 
10 


{ 


G) 


DL 
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Ee o DE XII. By T. F. Paraphraſed. 
Againſt a libidinons old Woman. 


HY do'ſt thou me with Gifts, and Letters 
Thou Spouſe for an He-Elephant?(haunt, 
[am too young, and can't oblige thee well; 
Thanks to my Stars too, I can ſmell ; 
Can wind theezlike a Dog that ſcents a Sow, 
When thy damn'd armpit-odors flow. 
[know that an old woman (tinks alive, 
That gaps for more than man can give. 
Now with a clammy ſweat {tretcht out ſhe lies 
Unpainted, to our frighted eyes: 
ſtrait ſhe grows freakiſh, trying poſtures o're 
Which Aretize ne're taught before. 
"Pox take thee then for a young Rogue (lays (he) 
«Thou lov'ſt I-achia, more than me ! 
* Inachia thrice a night, as1 am told, 
*Once ſerves poor me ! — This 'tis to be old ! 
*Curte on that pimping Lesbia (for me ) 
«*[ bad her bring a Mz-, not thee. 
*When young Amintas did ſupply thy room, 
*And kindly to my fond embraces come 3 
*tlis (ſtately Engine hke a Cedar ſtood, 
* Above the ſhrubs, and under-wo79d. 
*Ithought withthis richeſt have (ent thee gone, 
* But thou ſhalt have a t=—aſſoon; 
*My Purple ne're ſhall make a fumbler fine, 
* Nor cover back {o weak as thine. 
* Unhappy me! grown now (by ſad miſhap) 
*Ulcleſs, asif I had a Clap. 


N EPODE 
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EPODE XIII. By Sir T. BH. 


To his merry Friends , that they ſhould paſs th 
Winter pleaſantly. 


Ough tempeſts have the brow of heaven bent, 
And ſhowers, and ſnows cauſe thickned ain 
deſcent : jo 
Now Thracian North-winds, Seas and Woods af. 
fray 3 Sl 
Friends, let us take occaſion from the day; 
While ſtrength 1s freſh, and us it well becomes, | 1, 
Let's old age baniſh, which the brow benumg, 
Boy, ſee you broach thoſe elder Wines were prelt 
When Torgrat firſt the Conſulſhip poſleſt : 
Speak not of other things. God will, perchance, 
Them to their Seat, with happy change advance. 
Let us in Perſian Unguents now delight; 
And with Cy/enian Harp put cares to flight : 
As noble Chiron to Achilles ſang 3 
QOnvangquiſh'd Mortal, that from Thetis ſprang, 
Troy thee expe@s ; which Simois rouling Tide, 
And ſmall Scamanders colder ſtreams divide, 
[hence thou no more (the Siſters ſo ordain) 
WVith thy blue Mother ſhalt return again. 
Al! ſorrow there, with Wine, and Song depreſs, 
(Sweet comforts of deformed heavineſs.) 
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EeoDE XIV. By Sir R. F. 
To MECENAS. 


That his love to Phryne , 7s the caſe why he doth not 
ay . finiſo his promiſed Iambicks. 


'T" Is Death, my ſweet Mezceras, when fo oft 
F You ask me, why a ſoft 

Sloth turns my (ſenſe, as if with thirſty draught 
[ had together quaft 

> | Lethe's oblivious lake into my blood. 

, Itisa God, a God, 

, Þ Forbids me finiſh my Tambicks, though 

Promis'd thee long ago. 

© | Befotted thus Aracreon was 'tis ſaid 

Ks Upon the Samiaz Maid 3 

Who ſobb'd his Love out toa hollow Lyre 
With ſtumbling Feet. That fire 

Conſumes thee too, If fairer burnt not Troy 
Belieg'd, in thy lot joy. 

Me a Bond-woman, ſuch a one torments, 
As no one man contents. 


Es, 


EPODE XV. By T.F. Paraphraſjed. 


To his Sweet-heart Neara. 


[* was'a lovely melancholy night 3 
The Maon;and every Star ſhone bright ; 
i N 2 When 
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When thou didſt ſwear thou would'ſt to mehe 
And do as I would have thee do : (true, 

Falſe Woman! round my neck thy arms did twine, 
Inſeparable asthe Elm, and. Vine : 

Then didſt thou ſwear thy pall:on ſhould endure 
To me alone ſincere and pure, | 

Till Sheep and Wolves ſhould quit their enmity, 
And not a Wave diſturb the Sea. 

Treacherous Neera ! IT have been too kind, 
But Flacc#s can draw off thou'lt find ; 

He can that face (as thou do'{t him) forlwear, 
And tind (it may be) one as fair : 

And let me tell thee, when my fury's mov'd, 
I hate devoutly, as I lov'd. 

Bur thou ( bleſt Gameſter) whoſoe're thou be 
That proudly do'ſtmy drudgery, 

Did(t thou abound in numerous Flocks,and Land, 
Wer't heir to all PaGolws Sand ; 

Though in thy brain thou bor'ſt Pythagoras, 
And carried(ſt Nerex in thy face, 

She'd pick another up, and ſhab thee off, 
And then 'twill be my turnto laugh. 


EPoDE XVI. By SirR. F. 


To the People of Rome. 


(ommuſerating the Commonwealth in reſped of the. 


Coil Wars. 
7 OW Civil Wars a ſecond age conſume, 


And Romes own Sword deltroys poor Rome, 
Whom 
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Whom neither neighbouring Marſzars could de- 
Nor feared Porſenas Tuſcan power; (vour, 
Nor Capxa's rival valour, mutinies 
Of Bond-.flaves, Treachery of Allies ; 
re | Nor Germany (blue-ey'd Be/lona's Nurſe ) 
| Nor Harnibal (the Mothers curſe) 
y, | We(a blood-thirſty age) our ſelves deface, 
And Wolves ſhall repoſleſs this place. 
The barbarous foe will trample on our dead, 
The fteel-ſhod Horſe our Courts will tread ; 
And Romnlazs duſt (clos'd in Religious Urn 
From Sun and Tempeſt) proudly ſpurn. 
All, or the ſounder part, perchance would know, 
, How to avoid this coming blow. 
Twere beſt, I think, like to the Phoceans, 
Who left their execrated Lands, 
d, # And Houſes, and the Houſes of their Gods, 
To Wolves and Bears for their abodes 3 
Tabandon all, and go where e're our feet 
Bears us by Land, by Sea our Fleet. 
Can any man better advice afford ? 
If not, in name of Heaven aboard! 
But you muſt ſwear firſt to return again, 
When looſned Rocks float onthe Main, 
And be content to ſee your Mother-town, 
When Betis waſhes the - Crown ; 
Or Appenine into the Ocean flies, 
; |, Or new luſt weds Antipathies, 
F Making the Hind ſtoop to the Tigres love, 
The ravenous Kite cuckold the Dove; 
And.credulous Herds, t'affe& the Lions fide, 
e, | And Goats the Salt-Sea to abide. 
N 3 This 
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This, and what elſe may op our wiſh'd retum, 
Whenall, or the good part have ſworn, (breaſt 

Fly hence! Let him whoſe ſmooth and unfledg4 
Miſgives him, keep the rifled neſt. 

You that are men, unmanly grief give o're, | 
And ſail along the Txjcan{hore, l 

To the wide Ocean. Let us feck thoſe I(les p 
Vhich{wimin plenty, the bleſtfoils: (ful, Y 


| Where the Earths Virgin-womb unplow'd is fruit: by 
And the unproyned Vane (till youthful : w/ 
The Olive-T3ce makes no abortion there, p 
And Figs hang dangling 1jn the air 3 = 
Honeſty diſtils from Oaks, and water hops Tt 
With creeking feet from Mountain tops. Ki 
The gererous Goats without the Alk-waias call, Þ 7, 
Ot their full bags are prodigal; . Ar 
No evening Wolt with hoarſe alarums wakes W 
The Flocks, nor breeds the up-land Snakes. Fy 
And farther to inviteus, the plump Grain, T1 
Is neither drunk with too much rain, x 
Nor yct for want of mod'rate watring drie z q) 
Such the bleſt temper of the skie. T 
Never did Jaſoz to thoſe IfJands guide 7 
His Pirat-ſhip, and whoriſh Bride. A 
Sydonian Cadmus never toucht theſe ſhores, F: 


Nor falſe Ulyſes weary Oars. | 
No murrzin rots the Sheep, nor Star doth ſcorch Þf © 
The Catrel with his burning Torch, 7 
When Jove with Braſs the Golden age infected, M 
Theſe 11:8 he for the pure extracted. typ 
Now Iron reigns, I like a Statue ſtand, M 
To point good men to a good land, h 
| EPODE 


Um, 
breaſt 
dg! 


(ful 


ruit- 
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ErODE XVII. By T. F. Paraphraſed. 


To CANIDIA. 


Yield Canidia to thy Art, 

Take pity on a penitent heart : 
By Proſperine Queen of the night, 
And by Dians's glimmering light, 
By the myſterious Volumes all, 
That can the Stars from Heaven call ; 
By all that's ſacred I implore 
Thouto my wits would'(t me reſtore. 
The brave Achilles did forgive 
King Telephns, and let him live, 
Though 1n the field the King appear'd, 
And War, with Myſfaz bands prepar'd. 
When on the ground dead: He&Gor lay, 
Expog'd, to Birds, and Beaſts a prey ; 
The Trojan Dames in pity gave 
tefor an honorable grave. 
Uhſes Mariners were turn'd to Swine, 
Transform'd by Circe's charms divine z 
Yet Circe did their doom revoke, 
And ſtraight the grunting mortals ſpoke : 
Exch in his priſtine ſhape appears, 
Fearleſs of Dogs to lug their ears, 
Oh! do not my affliction ſcorn! 
Enough in Conſcience I have born! 
My youth, and freſh complexion's gone, 
Dwindled away to skin and bone, 
My hair is powd'red by thy care, 
Andall my minutes buſic are. 

N 4 Day 
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Day Nigit, and Night the Day does chaſe, 
Yet have not I a breathing ſpace ! 

Wretch that I am! I now belicve, 
No pow'r can from thy charms reprieve : 
Now I conteſs thy Magick can 
Reach head, and heart, and un-man Man. 
What wonld'ſt thou have me lay ? what more) 
O Seas! O Earth! Ifcorch all ore! 
Hercules himſclt ne're burnt like me, 
Nor th' flaming Mount in S:cly : 
O ceaſe thy (p«)!s, 1.{t | be ſoon 
Calcin'd into a Pumice-ſ(tones! 
When wilt tl ha'done? What muſt I pay? 
But name the ſum, and I obey : 
Say : Wilt thou for my ranſom take 
An Hecatomb ? or ſhall I make 
A baudy Song t'advance thy trade, 
Or court thee with a Serenade > 
Would'(t thon to Heav'y, and be a Star ? 
Tle hire thee Caſſropeza's Chair, 
Caſtor to Helſen a true friend 
Struck her defaming Poet blind ; 
Yet he, good-natur'd Gentleman, 
Gave the blind Bard his eyes again. 
Since this, and much more thou canſt do, 
Orid me of my madneſs too ! 
From noble Anceſtors thy race, 
No vulgar blood purples thy face: 
Thou ſearche(t not the Graves of th' poor, 
But Necromancy do'ſt abhor : 
Gen'rousthy brealt, and pure thy hands, 
Whoſe truntul womb ſhall people lands, 


re) 


And 


nd ere thy Childbed-linnen's clean, 
Thou ſhalt be up and to't again, 


CANIDTIA's Anſwer. By T. F. 


O—hang thy ſelf : —1 will not hear, 
The Rocks afſoon ſhall lend an ear 
Tonaked Mariners that be 
leftto the mercy of the Sea. 
Warry come up! —Shall thy bold pride 
The myſteries of the Gods deride ? 
Preſumptuous fool! commit a rape 
0n my repute, and think to ſcape? 
Make me a Town-talk >— Well ! e're thou die 
(yid ſhall vengeance take; or I. 
Go, get ſome Rats-bane! 'twill not do, 
Nay, drink ſome Aqua-fortis too : 
No Witch ſhall take thy life away 3 
Who dares ſay, Go, when I bid ſtay ? 
No !——-Tle prolong thy loathed breath, 
And make thee wiſh in vain for death. 
lnvain does Tantalus eſpy 
fruits, he may taſte but with his eye. 
lnvain does poor Prometheus grone, 
And Sifpphus (top his rolling ſtone : 
Long may they ſigh, long may they cry 
but not comptroul their Deſtiny. 
And thou in vain from ſome high wall, 
Oron thy naked Sword may'(t fall, 
lnvain, (to terminate thy woes) 
Thy hands ſhall knit the fatal nooſe : 
For on thy ſhoulders then T'le ride, 
And make the Earth ſhake with my pride. 
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Think't 


t\ 
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Think'ſt thou that TI, who when pleaſe 

Can kill by waxen Images, 

Can force the Moon down from her ſphere, 
And make departed Ghoſts appear, 

And mix Love-potions |—thinks thy vanity, - 
I cannot deal with ſuch a worm as thee? 


Verſes ſung in the Secular Games every Century « 
gears , pronounced for the ſafety of the Ri 


mpire. 


Hebw and Dian, Grovy Queen, 
Heaven Ornaments; as you have been, 
Still be you honour'd, ever bleſt : 
Grant what we ask on holy Feaſt. 


In which Sibylla's Verſes teach, | 
Chaſte Maids, and Youths not [tain'd with bread 
Unto thoſe Gods Songs to recite, 

Who on the ſeven-fold Hills delight. 


(Fair Sol) who in thy Chariot bright, 

Dot call forth Day, and ſhutr'{t up Night ; 
And other, and the ſame do'lt come, 
Nought greater may it thou ſee than Rowe. 


Ihzthia, open wombs we crave 

For ripened Births, and Mothers fave 3 
Whether we thee Lxcine call, 

Or Cynthia, which produceth all. 


AY 
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xdeſs, bring Children forth, and bleſs 
mates decrees, give good ſucceſs 
0 Nuptial Laws, that thoſe who wed, 
y have a fruitful Marriage-bed. 


ol | ter-times ten full Orbs mature, 


y us to Songs and Sports enure : 
rice in the ſplendor of day-light, 
id thrice in ſhades of welcome night, 


d you truth-telling Fates, to paſt 
yn future fortune, that may laſt : 

ut ſtable limits may incloſe, 

hat once to Mortals you propoſe. 


at Cattel may, and Corn abound, 
herewith fair Ceres ſhall be crown's : 

d wholeſom ſtreams, with air as pure 
Fly nutriments to Plants aſfure. 


|Phebas mild, withdraw thy dart, 

0 ſuppliant Youths thy grace impart : 
d Queen of Stars, who do'ſt appear 
forked ( Lana) Virgins hear. 


Rome a work be of your ſtore, 

Id Trojan Troops held Tybers ſhore : 
part enjoyn'd their ſeat to change, 

d with ſucceſs from home to range: 


r whom ſecure, th'row Troy on fire 
eas chaſte in (ſafe retire, 


dels 
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Think'ſt thou that, who when pleaſe 

Can kill by waxen Images, 

Can force the Moon down from her ſphere, 
And make departed Ghoſts appear, 

And mix Love-potions |—thinks thy vanity, - 
I cannot deal with ſuch a worm as thee? 


mm. 


oO 


Verſes ſumg in the Secular Games every Century 
gears , pronounced for the ſafety of the Roma 
Empire, 


| Þ man and Diar, Grovy Queen, 
Heaven Ornaments; as you have been, 
Still be you honour'd, ever bleſt : 


Grant what we ask on holy Feaſt. - 
In which Sibylla's Verſes teach, An 


Chaſte Maids, and Youths not tain'd with bread, 
Unto thoſe Gods Songs to recite, 


Who on the ſeven-fold Hills delight. = - 
(Fair Sol) who in thy Chariot bright, al 


Doſt call forth Day, and ſhutr'ſt up Night ; i 
And other, and the ſame do'lt come, 
Nought greater may '{t thou ſee than Rowe. 


Ihzthia, open wombs we crave , 
For ripened Births, and Mothers fave 
Whether we thee Lacine call, 

Or Conthia, which produceth all. 


a 
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Goddeſs, bring Children forth, and bleſs 
Snates decrees, give good ſucceſs 
To Nuptial Laws, that thoſe who wed, 
May have a fruitful Marriage-bed. 


The ter-times ten full Orbs mature, 

May us to Songs and Sports enure : 

— JThrice in the ſplendor of day-light, 

yo And thrice in ſhades of welcome night, 


And you truth-telling Fates, to paſt 
Joyn future fortune, that may laſt : 
That ſtable limits may incloſe, 

What once to Mortals you propoſe. 


That Cattel may, and Corn abound, 

Wherewith fair Ceres ſhall be crown'd : 

And wholeſom ſtreams, with air as pure 
F1 May nutriments to Plants aſſure. 


Ah Phebas mild, withdraw thy dart, 
To ſuppliant Youths thy grace impart : 
And Queen of Stars, who do'(t appear 
b-torked ( Lzna) Virgins hear. 


If Rome a work be of your ſtore, 

And Trojan Troops held Tybers ſhore : 
A part enjoyn'd their ſeatto change, 
And with ſucceſs from home to range : 


for whom ſecure, th'row Troy on fire 
ſtneas chaſte in ſafe retire, 


Free 
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Free paſſage open'd, and gave more 
To them, than they poſleſt before. 


O Gods, to youth grant matter ſage, 
Gods give repoſe to quiet age 3 

And unto Ramules his blood, 
Wealth, Iſſue, Honor, all that's good, 


Let Vexws and Anchiſes (train, 

Who give ye Oxea free from ſtain, 

In Wars atchievements bear the prize, 
And courteous be to enemies, 


The Median now by Sea and Land, 

Fears Roman power, and conquering hand ; 
The Scythians now our friendſhip crave, 
And haughty Indians truce would have. 


Now Faith, Peace, Honor, modeſt look 
And Vertue ſcorned, which forſook 
Our City, dares return again, 

. And bleſled Plenty freely raign. 


Phebws, with radiant Bow, Divine, 
Gracious among the Myſes nine 3 
Who doth with Heaven-inſpir'd art, 
To crazy bodies health impart : 


If he Mount Palatine do grace, 

The weal of Rome, and Latian Race, 
To farther times and better end, 

May he theſe Centuries extend. 


And 


id Dian who holds Aveztine, 

id Algidws, may ſhe incline 

To Prayers of fifteen men, and hear 

ur childrens vows with friendly ear. 


Then I, and all the well skill'd in Lays, 
Phebus and Djans name to praile, 

) home, with certain hopes, that Jove, 
nd all the-Cod: thefe things approve. 


The End of the Epodes. 


SATYR I. By A. B. 


That men are not coxtented with their conditim. 


OW comes it(great Mzcenas)that there'snf 


A man, who hves contenred with thatlot 


Which choice inclin'd, or chance expos'd himte 


But all applaud what others are and do ? 

Oh happy Merchant, then the Souldier ſays, 
When by old age and toil his ſtrength decays; 
The Merchant, when th' inſulting billows riſe, 
And tols his tottering Ship, Give me (he cries) 
The Souldiers life, for he meets ih a breath 
A joyful vi&ory or certain death. 

The Lawyer when he hears his Clients knock 
At's gate before the crowing of the Cock, 


Admires the Country lite, while the poor Swai 


Being from his home up to the City drawn 
To Sllow Law-ſaits, does conclude no mens 
Conditions happier than the Citizens. 

But the whole rabble of this ſort of men 
Would beſo numerous it would tire the Pen 


[l 


\ 


hok 1 SATYRS. 91 
of eribling Fabize 3, fo Fle paſs by thoſe, 
and draw the matter to this point : Suppoſe 

tho wert a Merchant, be a Souldier now. 
C ſhou that a Lawyer wert, ſhalt now commence 
| Habandman ; change (des, and fo pack hence, 
ow your defires are granted, why d'you ſtay ? 
ond fools! you'l not be happy,though you may. 
[sit not reaſon then, great Jove ſhould be 
il be no more propitizs unto them, 
ut all their 243 and various prayers contemn ? 
This 1s no laughing matter, nor would I 
Though to blxrt out a truth has never been 
nway of merriment) eſteem'd a in. 
The flattering Maſter thus his Boys preſents 
Butlet's leave fooling,and be ſerious now;(Plow, 
The Clown: that rends the pond'rous Earth with's 
s) techeating Tradeſmar, and the Souldier too, 
All theſe their various toils endure ( they ſay) 
ecrly with this intention, that they may 
hen they grow old, with peace enjoy that ſtore 
Juſt like the At (for thar's their pattern) ſmall 
bulk, but great in thrifez who draws in all 
hat &'re ſhe can, and adds it to her ſtore, 


We ſaid, 1'le make you what you would be; thou 
—.$ou t'your new Calling, you to yours; Nay aye 
"—Wohly incenſed, and declare that he 
2 nc thought to ſpeak all this in Drofery, 

th Cakes, to make them learn their Rudiments. 

The Sea-max bold, who plows the Ocean through; 

ward) hich their 1nduſtrious youth had gain'd before. 
hich ſhe fore-ſeeing wart, had heap's before 3 


And 
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And in the rage of Winter keeps within, 
To feed on what her providence laid 'in. 

But neither (word, fire, water, heat, nor coll, 
Nor any thing keeps thee from getting Gold, 
Only ſpurr'd on with that ambitious itch, Ut 
To have the world ſay, Thox art Deviliſh rich; 
What good in thy valt heap of Treaſure '« found, 
Which thou by ſtealth do'ſt bury under ground} N 
But if it be diminiſh'd once, thou'lt ſay 
Thy whole eſtate will 4dwindle ſoon away, 
Andif thou ſpend'ſt not out of it, what pleaſure 
Canſt thou takein a heap of hoarded Treaſure! 
If thy Barn held ter thouſand ſacks of Wheat, 
Yet thou canſt eat nomore than I can eat, 
Among thy fellow ſlaves whenthou'rt pickt out 
To bear all their proviſion about, (grown, 
With which thy Shoulders gall'd and wer 
Thou eat'(t no more than one that carried none, 

Or (tell meprethee) what the difference 1s 
To him that makes the rules of Nature his, 
Whether he doesa thouſand Acres ſow. 

Or ona hundred does his pains beſtow ? 

But oh (thou cry'ſt) men do great pleaſure rey 

In taking Gripes out of a plenteous heap. 

Yet fince out of a little thou do'ſt leave 

As much as we've occaſion to receive, 

Why ſhould'ſtthou thy vaſt Granaries prefer 
Before our Willies, which much leſſer are? 
Or if thou haſt occaſion to take up 

Water enough to fill a Butt or Cup, 

Why ſhould{t thou fay, thou haſt a greater will 
Out of that Rzver, then this Spring to fill ? 


Hence 


il 


ence 
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Hence it proceeds infallibly, that thoſe 
Who to their wills are ſuperſtitious, 
Uncurb'd deſire drives them to this and that, 
Until at laſt they'd have they krow rot what. 
Whilſt who confines his mind to Natures laws, 
The troubled muddy water never draws, 
Norin the River does his life expire : 
But moſt of men deceiv'd by falſe deſire, 
«Say, Nonght's enough ; 'caule they abſurdly gueſs 
*At what men are, by what they do pollcts. 
To ſuch a Miſer, what is't belt to do ? 
Let him be wretched, ſince he will be ſo. 
Thus that Athenian Monſter Timon, which 
Hated Mankind, a ſordid Knave, but rich, 
Was wont to ſay, When e're I walk abrord 
The People hiſs me, but I do applaud 
And bug my ſelf at home, when I behold 
M Cheſts brim-full with Silver and with Gold. 
$0 Tantalxs, being extremely dry, 
Courts the ſwift {tream, which does as coily flie. 
Why laugh'ſt thou Miſer 2 it thy name ſhould be 
Alittle chang'd, the Fablc's told of thee, 
Who on thy full-cramb'd Bags together laid, 
Doſt lay thy (Icepleſs and affrighted head 3 
And do'ſt no more the moderate uſe on't dare 
To make, than it it conſecrated were : 
Thou mak'ſt no other uſe of all thy Gold, 
Than men doof their pidures, to behold 
Do'ſt thou not know the ule and power of coyn £ 
[t buys bread, meat,and cloaths,Cand what's more) 
With all thoſe neceflary things bctide, (wine 3 
Without which Natzre carnoc be foppli'd. 
(3 To 
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To fit upand to watch whole days and night, 
To be out of thy wits with conſtant frights, 
To fear that thieves will ſteal, or fire deſtroy, 
Or ſervar ts take thy wealth, andrun away : 

Is this delightful to thee? then Il will 
Defire tolive without thoſe Riches (t1]]. 
Butif thepains of ſtomach, or the Head, 

Or other ſickneſs fix thee to thy bed, 
Haſt thou a ©i/tant to fit down by thee, 
Who with due food and Phylick wilttupply thee 
Or make the DoFor rid thee of thy pain, 
And to thy fricnds reſtore thee ſound again ? 
Thy wife and childrcn thy quick Death dehire, 
So do thy triends and kindred : Ne'readmire 
That they don't ſhew thee love.thou merit'ſt none, 
For before all, thou preferr'ſt wealth alone. 
If thou thy friends or kindred would'(t retain, 
And not be liberal, thy task's as vain 
As his, who inthe Fields does teach an Aſs 
T* obey the bridle, and to runa race. 
Make once an end of gaining, that the more 
Thou haſt, the leſs thou'lt tremble to be poor. 
Begin to end thy Jabour, having got 
That which thou did'ſt deſire, and follow not 
That rich ©z7:4i#5, whoſe cheſts did fo ſwell, 
He meaſur'd's money, which he could not tell, 
So ſorc1d, that he never did go higher 
Than 's meaneſt Servants did, in his attire ; 
And to his dying day in fear he ſtood, 
Leſt he ſhould die meerly for want of food 3 
Till his bold Concubine did boldly do 
A Heroes act, and cut the Slavein two. F 

ut 


'$ like Criſpins Volumes, Fle not add a line. 


Book 1. SATYRS. 195 


But now thou'lt ask me,whether I'de have thee 
A Miſer or a Prodieal to be? 

Thou (till art in extremes; I won'd not have 
Thee covetows, nor a vain {quand'ring Krave, 
Twixt rough Viſe/izs and tmooth 7 anais 

The Eunuch, a valt difference there is. 

«There is a mean in things, and certain lines 
«Within which Vertne flill it jelf confincs. 

But Te return from whence [| came ; are none 
But greedy Slaves delighted with their own 
Conditions ? Do all praiſe each others lor, 

And pine to ſee their Neighbors Goat has got 

A Dug more full of Milk than theirs ? and ne're 
Themlelves with the poorer ſort of men compare : 
(Though that's the greater number) but aſnire 
Still to o're-top this man and that, who's higher ! 

* It curbs the Spirit of that pcrſon which (rich, 

*Tugs to grow great, when he mects one more 
$0 when the Charzots from the Barricrs are 
Let looſe to run a Race, the Charioter 
Minds ſtill thoſe Horſes which out-ſtrip his own 
Sighting thoſe which by t'other are out-gone. 

And hence it comes, we ſeldom find a man 
That ſays He has liv'd happily, and can 
Like a wel/-feaſted gueſt depart at laſt 
Contented with that part of 's life that's paſt. 
Now 'tis enoughzleſt you ſhould think that mine 
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SATY & II. By 4 B. 


That while fooliſh zic# ſhun oxe Fice , they run 


into another. 


HE Players, Empericks, Beggars,and the noil: 


Ot Fidlers, all the yoaring Dam-me boys, 
And all that fort of cattel do appear 
Extremely ſad, and much concern'd to hear 
Their friend Trgellizs is deceas d ; For he 
Did treat them with great [iberality. 


While the cloſe Mijer,left he ſows betiougn 


A prodigal; o'th* contrary, gives 20uyht 


To his dear friend (though ne're ſo much he 320 


Tocloath his body, or bis belly feed. 
It one ſhould ask the Prodigal, why he 
By an ungrateful fottith glutiony, 
That brave eſtate bequeath'd him by his friends 
And Arceſicrs, fo prodigally ſpends : 
And at great zntereſt take up mony too, 
Meerly in ncedlets lyxury to beltow : 
His antwer 1s, Becaute he ſ{corns to be 
Eſtcem'd a fordid te!low, or that he 
Has but a narrow Soul : fo up he's cri'd 
By ſome, while athers htm as much deride. 
Fuidius the Uſurer fears to have 
The Reputation of an azthrift Knave. 
Rich both in zzozcys ont at #ſe, and lards, 
But when he lends he ſtill detains in's hands 
Five times the Iytereſt tor the Principal, 
&nd where he finds his Debtors prodigal, 
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Thoſe he gripes molt ſevercly : He inquires 
For wealthy heirs new come of age, whole Sircs 
Had bren cloſe-tifted to them and ſevere. 
Grd God! What pertons who ſhall come to hear 
Sch horrid actions, won't exclaim 2 But oh! 
(You'lay) he dots't for his livelihood, Oh no! 
© Tou can't believe how much this love of Pelf, 
* Makes this vile Slave an enemy to himſelf, 

Old Menedemus whom the Comedy 
Brings weeping in, and living wretchedly 
For his loſt ſoz, could not himſelf torment 
More than this ſordid Beaſt. To what intent 
All this 1s (aid, 1f you defire to know, 


ſt only tends to this deſign, to ſhow » 
«That foels, when they attempt one vice to ſlaw, 
« Into the contrary do madly rim. (wear, 


This man his garment down to th' ground does 
And that fo ſhort his privities appear. 
Pertum'd Ryfil/zs wears a gaudy Coat, 
Gorgonins (tinks as naſty as 2 Goat. 
Men do obſerve no mean, but this mans flames 
Muſt be allay'd only with Rowan Dames. 
Another does a common Quean admire, 
That proſtitutes her {cf to al! for hire. 
A man of note came irom the paublick few. 
And,to applaud his aCtion, he did uſe 
Cato's Divine 01d Sentence, & Bravely doxe, 
* (70 on, and proſper in what th" haſt begun : 
For when the rage of Lult inflames your blocd , 
Tis lawful to come hither, but not good 
Another Nuprial be tc violate. 
While Cupiennivs crics ot, Thate 
09 To 
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To be applauded for this nicety, 
Give me anothers wite, ſhe's ſafe and free. 
**T;s worthy the ob{ervation of al! th-ſe 
«© [hat would not Lave uncleanneſs proſperous, 
&« To ſce how they ar” plaen'd on every "and, 
* How often they fall into danger, ara 
&« How jmall, and ſeldom too, they pleaſures gain, 
& And thoſe corrupted with munch grief and pain, 

This leaps trom th'top o'th* houſe, & thinks toflie 
But breaks his ec4.; and that's whipt till he die; 
This as he flies 'mong thieves and robbers falls, 
And that with's prſe redeems his Genitals, 
This is by Foot-men bugeer'd, and ſometimes 
Tþofſe members which commit theſe (hamefu 
Do loſe their heads,and juſtly too; all ſay,(crime, 
None but that rutting Galba dares ſay, nay, 

But *tis more ſafe to venture your eſtate 

In Ships, that are but of the ſecond rate; 
Daughters of Captives that have been made free, 
Yet Salzſ? play'd the fool as much as he 
That does commit adultery; For he had 
A xeneroxs Soul, and would be very glad 
Ot any good occaſion, that he 
Might but expreſs his liberality, 
(In modeſt manner though ) he would diſpence 
His 72029 to all freely, yet from thence 
No damage came to him, no diſrepute, 
But (til he lov'd a gentle proſtitute. 
This was that darling Vice he lov'd to th' life, 
But ſtil] he cri'd, I'le meddle with no mans wife. 
Juſt fo Marcos did, who heretofore 
Only admir'd an honourable whore, 


And 
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And his Paternal Fortune fool'd away 
On a /he-thing, that on the Stage did play. 


' Yet (till he ſaid, I thank my Stars, that I 


With wives of other mcn did never lie. 
But if with whores and zrimicks he'd to do, 
His fame more ſutfer'd, than his wealth came to. 
« What /atisfation can it tous bring, 
« To ſhun ov perjoz and not ev'ry thing 
«That every way does hurt us? Todeltroy 
« Our reputation, and to foot away 
«Th Eitate our Parexts left us, certainly 
& [5a great vice, which way ſoc're it be. 
So//illizs, who had a mind to be 
The Son-in-law of $zlla, how was he 
Severely pumiſh'd 2 Maul'd with Fiſt, nay more, 
Stabb'd with Steceletto's, then kickt out of door. 
(Poor wretch? how was he chous'd with name and 
But Longarenxs lay with her the while. (ſtile ?) 
Now it that natural gerizs of his 
Should ſay to him, when he had ſeen all this, 
Sir, what d'you mean ? Dol require, when e're 
lam inrag'd, the Daughter of a Peer, 
Or any marri'd woman ? what could he 


| Then an({wer to't ? that woman's meat for me, 


Whois deſcended of a zoble (tem. 
But Natyre teaches better things than them, 


And quite repugnant too z Great Nature, which 


In her own help is plentifully rich, 

If we would rightly uſe them, and deſcry 

What we would chooſe, trom what we ought to fly, 
Does it no difference appear to thee 

By luſt to periſh, or neceſſzty £ 

O 4 Then 
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Then that thou may'{t not that vain work a. Un 
Ot which thou ſarely wilt too late repent.(tempt Che 
Purtuenot Matrons ; for the colt and pain ] 
Will far furmount the pleaſure thou canſt gain. JN To 

Noris their Flt more tender, nor are they [Wi 
More clean-limb'd, whoſe attire 1s rich and gay, I Ho 
And do with Jewels deck their necks and ears, I Th 
(Such as th' ctfeminate Corimthys wears) A 
Nay oftentimes that Laſs who's plain and free, Þ Ar 
Wears better Limbs than your great Madams be, Þ Mi: 
She docs her mercenary Fleſh expoſe, 


Undeckt by art, and openly ſhe ſhows In 
The ware ſhe means to utter, nor will ſhe, TI 
If any part about her handſome be, Is 
Proudly ſhow that alone, nor ſtrive to hide N 
Thoſe parts, which Nature has not beaurify'd, 

So Princes when they Horſes goto buy, In 
Into the cover'd parts moſt (trictly pry, T 


Leſt the ſame Horſe, that's lovely to behold 
With a ſmall head, and a creſt high and bold, h 
Ard a round buttock, th' eager buyer cheat, V 
Becauſe he's lame, or ftoundred in his feet. Y 
Tits they do well in ; for we ſhould not pry 
On their pertections with a Lyrxes eye, þ 
And be as blind as Hypſca was, when we 
Their greater i»7perſe(/ions ought to ſee. \ 
h comely legs and arms ! (ſays one)and ye | t 
She is pi: buttork'd, and has long ſplay Feet, [ 
Short-waſted, but a zr9jJe of ſuch a fize, \ 
That all the Members ſhortneſs it ſupplies. 
_» Thou canſtno part of a grave Matron ſee, 
Except her face, the reſt all cover'd be, 
Unlek 
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'k at. Þ Unleſs it be of Catia, who, although 
empt | She be a Matror, does unvailed go. 


It thou attempt forbiddex wives to win 
To thy defires, they are incompals'd 1n 
With exards and walls; 'twill make thee mad to ſee 
How many things there are to hinder thee. 
There's Guardian, Coachman, Tire-man, Flatterer, 
A gown toth' heels, a vail that covers her 3 
And many more ſuch envious things there be, 
Make thee the Fle//, as 'tis thou canſt not ſee, 
A Laf ne're hinders thee, ſhe will appear 
In dreſs tranſparent, as ſhe naked were 
That thou may'ſt by thine eye diſcern, that ſhe 
|s ſtrait 1'ch' waſte, and that her ankles be 
Not great, and goxty ; and her feet are neat, 
Does any man defire to have a cheat 
[ſmpos'd upon him? and be made pay down 
The price e're the commodity be ſhown ? 
But thou art like the Huzt/-man, who does go 
After the Hare up to the knees in Snow, 
Which being caught, makes him a chearful Feaſt, 
Yet he'l not touch a Hare brought ready dreſt, 
Thou ſcorr'ſt that LaſSthou may '(t with eaſe en- 
And court'{t thoſe thar are difficult and coy, (joy, 
But doeſt thou think thy paſſzons to appeaſe 
With ſuch vain and impertinent flames as theſe ? 
Has not wife Nature bounded thy deſire? 
Does it not more avail thee to enquire, 
What ſhe cann't be without, and what ſhe may, 
And pare what e'rce's ſfupertluous away ? 
When thou at thirſty, mult thou only drink 
Nut of a golden Goblet 2 or doelt think 
A!l 
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AIl eat is loathſome, when thou'rt hungry grow 
But Twrbot, or the Pheaſant poult alone? (high 

So when thy amoroxs flames grow ſtrong an; 
Wilt thou not take the next thou canſt come by} 


Be't Kitchin wench, or Scullion boy ; or elle, 


Would'ſt have that burſt, which fo extreme 
I'm of another humor, for to me (lwell} 


That ezrl 1s beſt, that's eafieſt 3 and ſhe 
That I can ſooneſt come at 3 and whenT 
Ask her the Queſtion, ſays Tes by and by, 
As ſoon's my Servant 1s gone forth ; or ſays 
Shel gratifie me, if the price raiſe, 
Thoſe that are hard, and tedious to be won, 
Are forthe feeble Exmnchs taſte alone : 
Give me a coming Lady, that ne're ſtands 
Conſid ring long, nor great rewards demands; 
But when I call her quickly comes to me, 
Let her not gy, nor yet crooked be, 
But of good colour, and clean limb'd withal, 
Of a good fize, not by Chipeens made tall; 
Nor Ict her by her painting make more fair 
Her face and (kin than they by Nature are. 
When ſuch a Creatire in mine Arms does lie, 
She is my Love, my 2neer, my Deity ; 
I call her by all names, nor do I doubt 
When we our Deeds of Pleaſure are about, 
The barking Dogs, the breaking ope of doors, 
And all the Houſe diſturb'd with great uproar, 
Her jealous Husband will return to ſee, 
How he 1s cuckolded by her and me z 
While the poor womrar (tarts from off her bed, 
Pale and afirighted, *cauſe diſcovered, 


And 
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And being conſcious cries, Oh Pm undone ! 


203 


bigh, $1 (ball be tetter'd, and my Portion's gone. 


and 


by) 


And I without my Breeches then mult pack, 
Bare-foot and Coat-leſs, all to ſave my back, 
from the dire Laſh, or to preſerve my Purſe, 
Orelſe my Reputation, which is worſe. 
« For to be taken is @ crime, *tis true, 
® And'tis a pitiful misfortune too ; 
[ dare be judg'd by Fabizs, who does know 
All this 15 true, for he has been ſerv 'd ſo. 


—— 


SATY KR III. By A. B. 


That men are quick-ſtghted to pry into other mens in- 
firmities, and connive at their own. 


AEL Songſters havethis humor, that among 
Their friends they can't abide to ſing a Song 
If they re intreated: but they'l ne're giveo're 


{ If not defired, This was heretofore 


Tigellizs vice; Ceſar whocould command, 


| If by the friendſhip of his Father, and 


His own, he did intreat but for one Air, 
This Sogfter would not ling; yet if he were 


{ Once in the humor, all the Supper long 


He would to Bacchus (ing, Song after Song 3 
His voice toth* higheſt treble rais'd, and then 
Deſcending down to th' lowelt baſe again. 
A moſt z»ſteady fellow, ſometimes he 
Would run, as if purſu'd by's enemy; 
Sometimes he'd ſlowly walk, as if he were 
The Sacred Hoſt about the ſtreet to bear. 
SOme- 


204 SATTRS. Book | 


Sometimes attended with two hundred men 
He'd walk, at other times with only ter: 
Now Kings and Princes, and all great things be 
The ſubje&s of his talk: Anon (lays he) 
Give me a three-leg'd board, a ſhell to hold 
A little ſalt, and to keep off the cold 
A gown, though ne're ſo coarſe; it you preſent 
This poor abſtemious perſon, who's content 
Now with fo little, with a thouſand pound, 
In five days there willnot a Groat be found 
In's pocket : Hethe day in ſſeep doth paſs, 
And lits up all »iebtlong; there never was 
A thing ſo much unlike to him as he 
Was to himſclf. But ſome may ſay to me, 
Pray what are you? Have you no crime at all? 
Yes, other vices, not perhaps ſo ſmall, 
When Merins abſent, Novixs did upbraid, (ſaid) 
You Sir, d'you hear : >D' you know your ſelf? (or 
Or do you think to cheat us, as if we 
Did not know what you are? Memizs, ſaid he, 
Could wink at, and forget Is own faults 3 this 
Is both a vile and filly love, and 'tis 
Fit to be takennorice of, when with blear eyes 
We over-look our own inf irmities. 
Why ſhould we into our Friends errors pry 
As narrowly as with an Eazles eye, 
Or Baſ#/zsks piercing look ? 'twil] come about, 
As we dotheirs, they find our Vices out. 

An angry man 1s no way fit to bear 


The jeers,which from the Wits he's forc'd to hea: 


They1 jeer him it ill ſhav'd, or if his Gown 
In a neglected polture hangeth down : 


hoo 
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0r if his Shooes are not well ty'd, though he 
May be as honeſt as their Witſhips be. 


Though he's a Friend, though a great wit doeslie 


Within that Body, dreſt ſo clownſfly. 
Examine well thy {clf, ſee if there be 

The ſeeds of any Vices ſown in thee 

Bi Nature or 1]] Cuſtom ; we dilcern 

« NegleFed Fields ſtill over-grown with Fern. 


Let's rarſe our (clves up to this frame of mind, 


To bet” our Friends infirmities as blind 

As Lovers to their Miſtreſſes can be, 

Who either don't their [mperfeT;ons lee, 

Or if they do, they're plealing to them, thus 
Balbinzs I1k'd even Agenw's Polyps. 

Iwiſh we all would err in friendſhip ſo, 

And vertiie on that error would beſtow 
Agloriows name; for as the Father mild, 

If he efpies a frailty in his Child, 

Hedoes not ſcorn, nor loath it, nor ſhould we 
The errors of our Friends, if any be. 

If a Son ſquinting goegle-eyes ſhould have 

His Facher calls him, Pretty winging Krave ; 
And he whoſe Child in (tzture is no more 

Than Sy{phas th' Abortives heretofore, 

Calls him his Chicken ;, if he bend at knee, 
Hecalls him Varzs 5 1t he hurl-foot be, 

His Father lifping cls him Scaxras « Thus 
When a friend Ives forwiinny pronurions, 


Let's call't 913-4) Hubund:ry, 414 when we find 
One that to jus o7 24/959 35 fault wh, 
Imagine his Ucligh 15 Du5 to 


Very facetions in comp 
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If he be rough-hew'd, and will talk and rant, 
Count him a down-rieht man and valiant, 
And when we meet with any perſon that 

Is hot and ſurly, call him paſſionate. 


* This thing joyns friends together, and when joy, 
c ( 


* It ſtill preſerves them in a friendly mind. 

But we the very Vertues of a Friend 
Do into Vices baſely wreſt, and bend 
Our mind thoſe veſlcls to pollute, which are 
Clear of themſelves; if any perſon dare 
Live vertuoully among us; baſe and low 
We count him then, and it a man be (low 
Ot apprehenſion, we are apt to call 
Him dud and thick 5hull'd fellow 5 he that all 
Cheats, wilely ſcapes, whoſe Boſom does not lie 
Expos'd to any kind of injury, 
Though he lives in a treacherous Age, wherein 
Alalice and Slander, and all kind of fin 
Do grow and flouriſh, ought of right to be 
Eſteem'd a prudent wary man, but we 
Call him a ſubtle Jugler: It we ſpy 
An open-hearted perſon, ſuch as I 
Oft ſhew'd my ſelf to you (Mecenas) which 
With his perpetual and impertinent ſpeech 
Diſturbs men far more ſerious, when they 
Do either read or ſtudy hard, we ſay 
This fellow has not common ſenſe, © Alas ! 
* How inconſiderately do we paſs 
* Laws on our ſelves, unequal and ſevere, 
« Since no men without vices ever were 
* Or born, or bred, and that man isthe beſt, 
* Who's troubled with the feweſt andthe leaſt. 
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« {real Friend will with my faults compare 
« My vertwes 5 and if all my vertues are 
« More than my vices, he that loves me would 
« ncline to tÞY moſt, as it is fit he ſhould ;, 
« $0 if to be belov'd he has a mind, 
«He may by this means the ſame meaſure find . 
« He that deſwres his Wens ſhould not offend 
« His friend, muſt wink at th' Pimples of his ſtiend. 
« He that woul4 have his faults forgiven, muſt 
« Give pardon, if he take it, tis but juſt. 

Now lince the vice of anger, and the reſt 
Which do our fooliſh Natzxre thus infelt, 
Cannot be throuughly rooted out, why may 
Not equa] judgment and right reaſon (way ? 
And why ſhould not all puniſhments be fitted 
Proportionably to the Crimes committed ? 
When a man bids his Servant lift a Diſh 
Off from the Table, and he eat the Fiſh 
That's left, or lick the Jaxce up, 1f that he 
Should ſuffer death, ſhould not his Maſter be 
Eſteem'd more mad than frantick Labeo 
By all thoſe men, who are themſelves not ſo ? 
How would the Maſters crime the mans tranſcend 
lagreatneſs, nay in madneſs 2 If a Friend 
Commit a fault, at which thou ought'lt to wink, 
Orelfe all men will thee 11I-natur'd think, 
[t thou ſhould'(t ſcorg and hate him for't,and ſhun 
His company, as the poor Debtors run 
fromthe damn'd Uſurer Dr:ſo, who whene're 
The doleful Day of Payment does appear 
To his poor Debtors, if they do not pay 
both Frimc:pat and [ntereſt, how they 

Come 
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Come by't he cares not, he condemns them then Þ.j 

To ſtand with naked throats, like Captive men, |.1 

Not to be kill'd, but (that's far worle than it ) 

To hear thoſe wretched Plays which he had writ, k 
Suppoſe my fuclled Friend when he did ſup, 

Bepiſt the room, or break my Miſtreſs cup ; 

Or it he being hungry took away 

That Chicker which 1'th' Diſh before me lay, 

Muſt I fall out with him 2 What then if he 

Should commit theft? or break his truſt with me} 

Or ſhould deny his proanſe? thole by whom 

All ſins are equal h-Id, when once they come 

T' enquire into the truth, they're at a ſtand ; 

For common reaſo, general cyſtoxr, and 

Profit it (elf, which 1s the Mother now 

Of what 1s right and juſt, all diſallow 

This fond opinion : When m former time 

Maxkind, which of all creatures is the prime, 

Crept out of's Mother Earth, they were a kind 

Of dumb and naſty Cattel; which inclin'd 

Tobrawl for Maſt, and Dens to lodge 1n too, 

Withnails, and fiſts, and next with c}ubs, and (6 

In length of time, they fought with Spears and 

Swords, 
Which need had taught them how to make, til 
words 

And names by them inventeq were, whereby 

They did their ſenſe and voices ſignitie 

Unto each other, then they did becin 

Tobuild them Forts to live with fatety in. 

Then they enacted Laws, that none might dare 

Play either Robber or Adultercr , N 

Co if 
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« For before Helens days women have been 
« The cauſe of cruel wars. Wh:on men ruſh'd in 
0n any women which they next came to, 
ktthe firſt fight, as wild Beaſts ule to do 3 
Till like a Bu# o'th' herd, a (trong: r come, 
ſill the firſt Occxpart, and takes 11s room : 
ut unremembred di'd thoſe nameleſs men, 
Wanting th* Hiſtorians and Poets Pen. 
We it we do conſider former times, 
Maſt grant that Laws were made for far of crimes. 
As Nature can't diſcern what's rieht, what's wrong, 
or ſeparate good from 111, nor from among 
Thoſe things we ought to ſhun, pick out what we 
Dught to defrre, nor can't by reaſon be 
zde out, that he who on the Herbs within 
His Neighbours Garden treads, do's asmuch (in 
\she that robs a Church,and ſteals away 
hat to the Gods there conſecrated lay. 
Lats havea Rule, bo which our pains may be 
roportion'd to our crimes, and not that he 
Vho bas deſerv'd a little Rod alone, 
Should with a horrid whip be [2/'d to th' Bone. 
That thou'lt with ferule (trike Fe ne're luppole, 
im that deſerves to ſuffer greater blows; 
bile thou hold'ſt thefts and robberies to be 
Vſences only of the like degree, 
nd threatneſt if thou reign once to chaſtile 
Uur petty faults and foul cnormities 
th equal puniſhments : if it be lo, 
That he whois a wiſe man's wealthy too, 
good Mechanick $kill'd in every thing, 
ie only gal/ant, and indeed a King, 
P What 
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What need'ſt thou wiſh tobea K3ze, ſince thou 
Art ſoalready 2 Thou wilt ask me now 

If Idon't know what old Chryppas laid, 

Tlough a wiſe man perhaps has never made 

His Shoocs and Boots, yet (till a wife manis 

A Shoo-maker z to what end 1sall this ? : q 
Tuſt fo Hermoegeres, though he's dumb, can - JW 


Sing well, and is a good Muſician. 01 
And in this ſenſe, Alfenzs when he threw Su 
Away his tools, and ſhutup ſhop, and grew 01 
A cunning Lawyer, who had been before Ni 
A Ceobler, was (till Cobler, and no more : W 
So the wiſe man's alone in every thing, Ly 
The skiltull'ſt Artiſ#, and fo he's a Kg. W 


The roguing Boys (thou talk'(t fo like a Sot) FT! 
Will pull thee by thy Beard, 1t thou do'ſt not Ff Ar 
That Scepter in thy hand thy cxdgel (way, Hi 
And in Majeſtick-wiſe drive them away. 01 
The cheated crowd that ſtand about thee, all Þ H: 
Prepare to kick thee, thou may 'ſt bark and bran Ti 
Till thou haſt burſt thy Royal ſelf, Moſt high Þ Ht 
And mighty King, 1n brief thou Royally As 
Giv'lt a whole farthing, for thy Bathat once, Þ Te 
And haſtno guard t attend thee but that dunce Þ T! 
Criſpinus 5 But my pleaſant friends, if I, He 
Through folly ſhould tranſgreſs, will paſs it by, Þ Th 
And when they do bewray their frailties, then Þ In 
T in requital pardoz them agen 3 0 
And thusI live, though but a private man, 
More happy than thy fained Kingſhip can. Po 
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SATYR IV. By A. B. 


A Diſcourſe concernine POETRY. 


HE old Greek Poets, Ariſtephares, 
Cratinws, Enupolis, and ſuch as theſe 
Who'did write Comedies, where &rethey had 
One fit to be deſcrib'd, as very bad, 
Such as a Thzef, or an Azulterer, 
Or Myrtherer, or ſuch like men which were 
Notorious 1n their lives, theſe all ſhould be 
With a brave boldneſs, and great liberty, 
Expreſtto th' lite, and whatſoever is 
Writ by Lucif/izs does proceed from thi, 
t) | Thoſe Poets he did imitate, their fect 
t | And xwmbers only he did change, and yet 
His wit was excellent, his judgment clcar, 
Only the Verjes, which came from him, were 
Harſhand axzpoliſh'd;, for this was his crime, 
ran} Iwo hundred Verſes in one hours time 
He ordinarily pour'd out with cale, 
As it he did ſuch weir bty bufinetics 3 
Yet though his Verſes like a Deluge flow'd, 
ce Þ Th' had ſomething ſtill above the common road: 
Helov'd to ſcribble, but could not endure 
, © The pains of writing Verſes good and pure 
1 Þ Ince're regard how much an Author writes, 
*Tisnot the Volume, bur the ſenſe delights. 
*Tle tell you ; one Criſpin challeng'd me, 
Pointing with's finger at me, Come (lays he) 
Take Paper, Pen,and Ink, t:x place, and time, 
Let's both be watcht,try which can(wifteſt him; 
YA ” 2 I thank 


A 


I thank my Stars, Nature did me compoſe 
So balliful, and to puſilJanimous, 
F hat I ſpeak /ittle, and but ſeldom too, 
Bur liis laberious [wmgs do always go 
Like a Smiths Bellows, puthng breath ſo faſt, 
Fhat he his Iron audients tires at laſt. 
Vhat luck that ſcribling Rhimer Fannixs met) 
Titar our grave Scnate undeſhir'd have ſet 
His {i Book and ugly ſtatue too 
In Ceſar's Library 2 WhilltI that do 
Both bluſh and tremble whenlI ere appear 
T': pullich, no rehearling wit does care 
' my Lines to th? undiſcerning crew ; 
4445 the reaſon for't, there are but few 
at love a Satzr well; moſt are afraid 
Cheir Crimes may be like othaas, open laid, 
Pick any perſon out of all Mankind, 
He is to price or avarice inclin'd ; 
This with the Juit for's ncigh2our's wife runs mad, 
That's {or th” unnatural uſe of ſome tair Lad : 
This loves to gaze on's money {till, and that 
Is raviſn'd with the ſplendor of tis Plate; 
This to ger wealth by merchandizing goes, 
Where tneSun ſets, from the place where it roſe, 
Puuns through all dangers head-long, and is toſt 
From place to place as Whirlwizds blow the dult 
Fearing Ic(t he ſhould lole his (tock, or not 
increale that vaſt Eftate which he had got, 
AJl thele hate Verles, and Verſe-makers fly, 
That Beaſt the Poet comes 'ware horns they cry: 
To make the People laugh, theſe Fellows ule 
Not to regard what friends they do abuſe, by 
[i 
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And whatſo'ere they write, they forthwith to 
The Politicians of the Conduit (hew, 
Or at the Bake-houſe, that Old Women and 
The roguing Boys their j:{ts may underltand. 
Much good may't do them, I on t'other tide 

With the name Poct won't be dipnifi'd, 
Out of their number, whom the world docs own 
For Poets, I'm excluded, being none ? 
For to compole a Ver/e, or write as we 
Do naturally ſpeak 'snot Poetry, 
Thatnoble Title Poet thoſe doth fit, 
Who have good Stile, high Fancy,and quick Wit ; 
And therefore ſome have ask't whether, what I 
Have written be Poem or Comedy, 
Becauſe no ſalt, no flare, nor ſpirit be, 
Orin the words or {cnſe which comes from me 3 
Which would be very Profe, but only 1 
My words to feet and numbers uſe to tie : 
But in a Comedy the Poet brings 
AFather raging in 'cauſe his Son clings 
T acommon proftitute, and does refuſe 
That wealthy ratch which the old man did clue, 
And being drunk, walks in the open day 
With a Torch flaming in a ſcandalous way. 
Pomponivs Father, if alive ,would thus 
Rebuke his Son for being lecherous, 
Tisnot enough to make Verſe ſmoothly run 
With fine cud words, but if they are undone, 
And made plain Proſe, would as unplcaſant be 
Asthe ſoure Father in the Comedy. 
If from the Verſes which I uſe ro mate, 
And thoſe which once Lnci/ius writ, you take 

” 2 The 
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The feet and meaſure, and do diſcompoſe 1 
The order of thoſe words, and make them Proſe; To 
Placing thoſe words before which ſtand behind, EF Wh 


And {o invert their order, you will find of 
The guarters of a Poet (till appear «T] 
In cve1 y jertence (catter'd eve; y where, &() 
Nor lii.c its Verſe 3 When as the cruel jars « 
Of !7 ars had broke our iron poſts and bars. &J 

So much for that 5 we'l take a time to know, | * / 
Whether this Portry be right or no : « 4 
Now I would only ask whether to thee «Q 
A Sat;r can jultly offenſive be. v1 
The bawling Lewyers and the formal Judge, «7 


When the y in Gowns and with their Law-twl | © 
Make Malefafors tremble, while that he (trudge, Þ | 


That's innocent contemns their Pageartry. An 
Though thowrt a malefaGor, yet fince I Ex 
Am no Informer, why do'lt trom me fly ? bu 
No Books of mine do proſtituted lie W 


On publick Sta//s to tempt th' enquiring Eye Þ| K 
Of Paſlengers, foyV'd by the greafie Thumbs Ti 


Ot every prying naſty (flown that comes. n 
Teldom do rehearſe, and when I do, 

"Tis to my Friends, and with relu@ance too : $0 
Not betore every one, norevery where 0 
We have too many that Rehearſcrs are, 0 
In publick Baths, and open Markets too, It 
In the ceil'd Chambers where their voices do R 
Double by repercu{ſzon, they rehearſe T 
Infipid zetions tortur'd into Verſe. A 
This pleaſes empty Fops, whonever mind F 


True wit and ſenſe, ſo rhime and feet they find, | 
Thou 
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roſe; $ To gratifie my own il/-natur'd wit ; 


nd, 


Where did(t thou pick up this report 2 or who 
Of my acquaintance e're reputes me lo ? 

«That perſon who back-bites his abſert friend, 

«Or when another does, will not defend 

« His reputation 5 he that aims to be 

«The jeſter 112 all fooliſh company, 

« Ambitious of the Title of a Wit, 

« 4 blah of's tongue, who what &re you commit 

© Unto his truſt, diſcovers and betrays, 

* And impudently lies in what he ſays: 

«This 3s a dirty fellow, ſuch a one 

* Ev'ry true Roman 3s concern'd to ſ\\un. 

I've ſeen a dozen men together feaſt, 

And one hes rudely jcer'd at all the relt, 

Except his Friend, which entertain'd them all; 
But being drunk at laſt on him did fall, 
When WireCTruth's Mother)had unlockt his Breſt, 


| Reveal'd thoſe thoughts that there did ſmother'd 


Thou who abhorr'lt baſe Fellows, wilt {uppoſe (reſt. 
This beaſt free, civil, and ingenious. 
 Whilſtif I do diſcover and deride 
Some powdred Coxcombs vanity and pride ; 
Orelſe ſome naſty Sloven, thou dot fall 
On me, as envious or Satyrical. 
It inthy preſence any perſon does 
Report Petillus Sacrilegious, 
Then (as thy cuſtom is) wilt him defend. 
And tay Petillys was thy anticnt Friend ; 
From Children you were converſant, and he 
With Kindneſſes was (till obliging thee, 
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The thought of him does much thy Spirit chear, | phil 
That he 15 well, and thou enjoy'(t him here : Whi 
But yet thou canſt not but admire how he Ifth 
Himlclf could from that Judement fo well free, Fn y 
Such tricnds are like the Scattle-filh, whoſe skin I} anc 
Is white without, but all black juyce withinz FJ Fro 
This is the rſt of Friendſhip, and this vice [m 


(If any promiſe in my power hes) By 
I freely promiſe thou ſhalt never find [le 
Inall my writings, no nor in my mind, Dic 
<* It I ſpeak what 1s jocalar and free, Wh 
«* You by the Law are bound to pardon me. He' 
My honour'd Father, now deceas'd, c1d uſe Fol 
Into my mind theſe precepts to infule ; Th 
Obſerve ( quoth he) their end who vice purſue, | 
And thou by that all Vices wilt eſchew : ($; 
When he did preſs me to good Husbandry, Th 
And thrifty frugal courſes, and to be tf 
Content with that Eſtate which he had got, dir 
And did intend to leave me ; do'{t thou not Wi 
"S$a1d he) obſerve the wealthy Albizs Son 
Into what want he 18 by wildneſs run ? Ar 
See wiaat a ſhabby Fellow's Barr#s grown, Fo 
Barrzs the ranting it Gallant of the Town 3 M 
A good inſtruction for young H-irs, that they 
Should not their Patrimony tool away | W 
And when f:om love of Whores he would deter me, T! 
He to Se&anus fad Fate would refer me, Bi 
That atter marri'd Wives I ſhould not ſtray, hl 
But ufc my pleaſures in a Jawful way. A 
(Quoth he) upon thy name 'twill be a Brand Fi 
t like Trebonius thou ſhould'(t be trepar'd. D 
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Philoſophy will with much reaſon ſhew (purſue. 

What thou ſhould'ſt ſhun, and what thox ſhould'(t 

Ifthou canſt well obſerve thoſe prudent ways, 

I which our Fathers walk'd in former days, 

And keep thy life and reputation free 

From vice or ſcandal whilſt thou'rt under me, 

[m pleas'd : But when thy mind and body too 

By age to full maturity ſhall grow, 

[le turn thee looſe into the world. Thus he 

Did in my — wiſely nurture me : 

When he propos'd a duty to be done, 

Hed fay, Thou haſt a fair example ('Son ) 

For doing this, thou halt before thine eyes 

Thoſe which to honorr and great power did riſc, 
And if hel'd have me any vice to flie, 

(Sayshe) A man may fee with halt an cye 

This a& which now thou art about to do 

(5 again(t hoeſty and profit too. 

Since this mans 2zame,and that's whodid this thing 

With general ſcardal through the Nation ring. 

And as one Gluttons death doth much affright 
Another, and ſuſpend his appetite 
For fear of death,” fo others infamy 
Make tender Spirits from thoſe vices fly. 

Thus I iv'd unconcern'd 1n all thoſe Crimes 
Which ruine young menin theſe impious times, 
Though I perhaps don't unpolluted live, 

But have ſmall faults, which men may well forgive, 
And which my ſecond thoughts and a trye friend, 
And wiſer age may teach 1c to amend 3 
For I'm not wanting to my (If when I 


Do walk alone, qr in my Bed do lie. 
Then 
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Then 1 think my ſelf, this way is beſt, 

And if I follow't, I am truly bleſt, 

And to my Friends am grateful ; but when 1 
Obſervea perſon doing fooliſhly, 

Should I be ſuch an Aſs to make the ſame 

Il courſe my pattern, which has been his ſhame} 
Thele are my private thoughts, and whenT light 
On a ſpare minuteI do Verſes write, 

And this is one of thoſe ſmall fins which I 

Am guilty of, which if thou ſhould'(t deny 
To pardon, all of my Fraternity 

Would come to help me; for we Poets be 

A mighty zumber, and as once the Jews, 
Romans to their Religion did ſeduce, 

So we'l dub thee a Brother of the Myſe. 


_—— _ —O—  —— 
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SATYR V. By A. B. 
A Journey from Rome to Brundufium; 


Rom ſpacious Rome to Aris once went I, 
With Heliodorus in my company, 
The belt tor Rhetorick that the Greczars had ; 
Our In was ſmall, our entertainment bad. 
From whence to Appii form we did ride, 
Where Sailers and lewd ViGuallers moſt reſide. 
We made it two days work, which might bedone 
By thoſe who had a mind in leſs than ore. 
The Appian Road we did not tedious think, 
We travell'd {lowly, and did often drink : 
Here, 'cauſe the water was unwholeſome, I 
Refus'd to eat a Supper, but (ate by hy 
Whale 
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While my Friends did ; Ilong'd to be in Bed, 
For night on th* earth her ſable wings had ſpread. 
Ard ſtuck, the Heaven with Stars, but ſuch a noiſe 
Roſe from the Sazlers railing at their Boys, 

And their Boys back again at them! $9 bo / 

The Boat, the Boat ! Plague on you, where & you go £ 
($ays one) you Rogue, you over-load the Boat, 

lou tye (ſays other with an open throat ) 

Hold, hold, now 'tis enough: And thus while they 
Harneſt their Mules, and quarrel for their Pay, 
They ſpenta whole hours time : the (tinging fleas 
And croaking Frogs deni'd me\leep and eaſe, 
Andnow the Sailer being got quite drunk, 

With naſty Wine, begins to fing of 's Punk, 

The Myle-mrzan does the like of his : bothtry 
Which ſhould roar loudeſt for the /7@ory 3 

At length the Mule-mar being weary grown, 
Falls faſt aſleepz while to a neighbouring ſtoxe 
The lazy Mariner did tie the Barge 

With the Mules traces which was gone at large 
Tograze 3 and likewiſe falls aſleep till day, 

Then we perceiv'd the Barge was at a ſtay, 

There beingno Myleto draw her 3 thereupon 
Out leaps a ſurly Fellow, and lays on 

The Mule-man and the Sailer head and fide 
With-a-tough Cudgel, which was well appli'd: 
Then in four hours we aſhore were ſet, 

We waſht our hands and faces, and did eat : 

Then after Dinner three full miles walk we, 
And came to Anxur, where the houſes be 
Cover'd with Pol;/þt Stone, my honour'd Friend 


To 


Mecengs and Cocceins did intend 
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To take this Maritime City in the road, 

Both being ſent Ambaſſadors abroad 

*Bout State Afairs, and uſing to compoſe 

All differences which 'twixt Friends aroſe. 

HereT anointed theſe ſore eyes of mine 

With the moſt true Colyrinm exc'llent Wine, 
Then ſtraight Mzcenas, and three morel ſee, 
Ingenious perſons all, and forthwith we 

With ſcorn paſs by that petty Village, where 
That Scrivener Lnſcas proudly rul'd as Mayor. 
With Mace, and Chair, and Fur,and Purple-Gomn, 
Strutting and domineering o're the Town, 

And came to Forme ſoundly tired at laſt, 
Where our Friends have good lodging and repaſt 

The next day was a blefſed day, tor we 
Came to a Town where Wine was good and free: 
There Virgil, Vari«s, and Plotinas met, 

Men of ſuch Souls the world can't equal yet, 
Nor are there any in the world to me 

So much obliging as thoſe perſons be. 

But oh ! what love, and what embracing 'twas ? 
And what rejoycing did between us pals? 

* No man in's Wits canany thing commend 

© Before a real and ingenuous Friend. 

Next to a ſmall Maritime Village near 
Campania's Bridge we came, the Townſmen there 
With Wood and Salt Mzcergs did preſent 
As Fees, *cauſe in an Embaſſy he went. 

From thence to Capua, betimes we came, 

Virgil and I did fleep, Mzcenas game 3 

That toilſom play at Ball no way complies 

With V7rgils ſtomach, nor with my aan” 
ence 
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Hence we came to Cocceizs houſe, which is 

fated beyond the Clandian Hoſlteries, 

A ſtately houſe, where plenty did abound, 

and there we ſplendid entertainment found. 
And now (my Muſe) affiſt me while I tel 

That memorable ſquabble which betel 

Between Sarmentss that Buffoon, and one 

Meſſivs, whoſe Face with warts was over-grown 5 

And from that Noble antient Family 

Theſe Combatarts deriv'd their Pedigree 3 

The Ojſzar Nation unto Meſſz#s gave 

His being, but Sarmentzs was a Slave. 

Of this cozdition and original 

Theſe two-tongu d combatants began their braul x 

Thou Horſe-fac'd Raſcal (ſays Sarmentus f11lt) 

At which we f<ll a lavghine, like to burlt. 

Meſſms replies, Well, be it ſo 5 what then 2 

(And Ox-like toſt his kead at him agen.) 

Oh! (ſays Sarmentus) What a dangerous Com, 

Had not thy Horns been quite ſaw'd off, wert thou, 

Il ho art ſo curſt without them # thy old face, 


| (If paſſable) is nglier than it was.—— 


dince thy great V/en on one (ide, now we find 

Lut ont, it leaves an ugly brand behind. 

That botchy face of thine looks as if thou 

Hadſt a Campanian Clap upor thee now. 

Thus heabus'd Meſſzs face, and bid 

Him come and dance as Polyphemys did. 

No Vizard, nor yet Buskins need ſt thou wear, 
Ihy face and limbs can't ſeem worſe than they are. 
Meſſizs retorts asmuch 3; Thou Dsg (ſays he) 

IV hex will thy ſlaveſlip end for thoueh thou be 
Now 
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Now made a Scribe, thy Miſtreſs right thereby 

Is not extingniſht; 1el! me, Sirrah, why 

Didſt thou ſo often run away ſrom her £ 

Is not a pound of bread jufpc:ent fare 

For ſuch a ſtarveling ſiave as thou to eat ? 

And with tuch paſtime we gor down our meat, 
At Beneventum our ofthc:ous Holt 

Roalting lean Birds, was ke himlclt to roaſt, 

Thepile of fire fell d.-wn, and ſcatter'd flame 

Unto the roof of the old K ztchin came, 

The hungry Gueſts,and Servants worle than tho; 

Being atraid their ſupper they ſhould loſe, 

Began to ſcramble, and did more conſpire 

To ſnatch the victuals, than to quench the fire, 
And now th' Apulian Mountainsdid appear, 

Which by Atabulizs ſoſcorched are, 

Theſe we had ne're claw'd ore, but that therely 

Trivicws to refreſh us by the way; 


But ſuch a curſed ſmoke did there ariſe (eys 


From the green boughs they burnt, it ſcorcht ou 
Here I the Coxcomb of the company 

Till Mid-night did in expe@ation lie 

Of a falſe Wench, who promis'd io come to me, 


But ſleep did come,and that more good did domef 


But what I dream'd, and what on me betel, 
My body and my ſheets can only tell. 


Thence four and twenty miles w< were convey | 


By Coach, then in a littlc rown we itaid, 
Whoſe name won't (tand in verte,bur yet there at 
Plain ſigns toknow it by, they water there 

(The meaneſt of all things )icl], while rrav'Hlers maj 
With {ine bread gratis load themiclves away. | 
Bre! 


Bot 
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ole 


Bread at Canuſmm's gritty, waterthere 

 asat Equotutium, very rare. 

Brave Diomedes of fo high renown, 

Twas he, that built in former time, this town. 
Here Variws parted from's, and weeping went, 
While we his abſence did as much lament. 

To Rubi thence, we being tir'd, did get, 

The journey long, and worſe becauſe 'twas wet. 
Next day to Fiſhy Barws we repair, 

The way was worſe, but yet the weather fair ; 
From thence to Gratia, which did ſeem to be 
Founded in ſpight of th' water Nymphs, for we 
Found wholſome water greatly wanting there, 
But we had excellent ſport ; for they did dare 
Perſuade me, that their I»cexſe which they lay 
Upon their Altars, would conſume away 
Without a fire, Vle ne're think 'ris true, 

This ſtory fits th' ancircumciſed Jew 3 


For I well know the Gods live free from cares, 


And nere concern them(elves in mans affairs 
3 


| And when as Nature any thing does do, 


Which Mortal men are moſt accuſtom'd to, 


[don't believe that *tis the careful Gods 
Send down this wonder from their high abodes, 


Thence to Branduſmm we ourtravels bend, 
And here my paper and our journey end. 
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SATYR VI. By Sir R. F. 
To ME CENAS. 


He reprelends the vain judgment of the people of 
Rome concerning Nobility, meaſuring the ſame by 
antiquity of Pedigree, not by vertue 5 nor willing 
admitting to Magiſtracy any but juch as were ador- 
ned with the former. That there was no reaſon ti 
envy him fer the ſriendſhip of Macenas, as for « 
Tribuneſhip 5 (imce that was given by Fortune, bu 
acquired by the recommendation of vertue. Laſh, 

'ews his condition in a private life to be much bet- 
ter, than (if hewere a Magiſtrate) it could be. 


N Ot that the Tuſcans (who from Lydia came) 

Have nothing nobler, than Mzcengas name; 

Nor that thy Mothers, and Sires Grand-hre were 

Gerrrals of old, makes thee as moſt men, ſneer 

Thy noſe up at poor folks, and ſuch as me, 

Boin of a Father, trom a Slave made free. 

When thou aftirm'(t, It skills not of what kind 

Any is come; if of a noble mind ; 

Thou deem'it (and right) that before Tyllws reign, 

( Who was a King, yetnot a Gentleman) 

Many a man oft no degrec, noname, 

By great archievements to great honors came, 

Levinus contrary (Valerio's Son, 

By whom proud Targuzz was expell'd the Throne) 

Him worthle«ſs,ev'n the people (whom you know) 

They (corn'd ; Thoſe tools that honors oft o_ 
t 
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0n undeſervers, doating on gay men, 
Dazled with ſhields and coronets. What then 
Shall we do, lifted far above their Sphere ? 

The people to Levinys did preter 
A new man Decizs 3 yet now, ſhould I 
Stand for a place, hoarſe Appizs would cry, 
Withdraw ! 'cauſe I'm no Gentleman: and ſhall, 
When Horace meddles farther than his Naul. 

But Honour takes into his Golden Coach 
Noble and baſe. Tu//zs, what haſt to touch 
The Purple Robe (which Czſar forc'd thee quit) 
And bea Tribune? Envy thou didſt get (lprd. 
Thereby , by whom Ith' dark thou'dlt ne're been 
For when the people ſce a ſtrange face ride 
Up to the cars in Ermins, and a liſt 
(Or more) of Gold ; ſtrait they demand, ho is't # 
What was his Fatker 2 Juſt as when ſome youth, 
dick of the Faſhions (to be thought, forſooth, 
Handſome) inflames the fairer Sex, to call 
His face in queſtion, hair, teeth, foot, and ſmall. 
$ when a man upon the Stage ſhall come, 
And ſay, Give me the Reins that govern Rome, 
Ile manage Italy, the State ſhall be 
Mj care, I, and the Church likewiſe : Ods me ! 
Itforces every Mortal to enquire | 
ind know who was his Mother, who his Sire ? 
dial then the off-ſpring of a Minſtrel dare 
Diſplace this General, condemn that Peer ? 
Novizs was one hole lower. Being the ſame 
y Father was, you'd think from Br«te he came, 
ut if two hundred Drays obſtruct a ſtreet, 
Ur with their Trumpeters, three Funerals meet 3 
Louder 
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Louder than all he chafes with brazen lungs, 
And this is ſomething to awe peoples tongues, 
But to my ſelf, the Son of the freed-man 
O (Ervy cries) The ſon of the Freed-man |! 
Mezcenas, now, Becauſe thy Guelt : before, 
Becauſe a Roman Tribune's charge I bore. 
Theſe two are not alike: I may pretend, 
Though no: to office, yet to be thy friend, 
Thou being chicfly in this caſe ſo choice, 
Not guided by Ambition, popular voice, 
Or by a chance : Virgil his word did paſs 
For me, then Vars#s told thee what I was. 
When fir(t preſented, little ſaid I to thee, 
(For Modeſty 's an infant) did not ſhew thee 
A long-tail'd Pedigree : I did not fay, 
I bred Race-herſes in Apulia : 
Told what! was. As little thou replied'(t, 
(Thy mode) I go: at nine months end, thou bid! 
Me, of thy Friends, be one. Of this I boaſt, 
That pleas'd thee (who to diſtinguifo know'lt) 
Not Noble, but of fair and Cryſtal thoughts. 
Yet, if except ſome few (z0t hainows) faults, 
Ny Nature's ſtraight (as you may reprehend, 
In a fair face, ſome moles ) If (to commend 
My ſelf 1 am not given to avarice; 
Not nalty, not dcbaucht, not fold to vice, 
Lov'd by my Fricnds, obedient to the Laws, 
Of all theſe things my Father was the cauſe. 
Who though bur tenant to one ſmall lean Farm, 
In Flavio's School would never let me learn. 
When great Centurionsſent their great Boysthithe; 
Theirleftarmscrampt with ſtones, hung in a leathe 


Bag 


p 
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Bag, with a counting-board 3 but boldly parts 
With m2 (a child) to Rome : r' imbibe thoſe arts 
AKnight, or Senator, might teach his Boy ; 
That who had ſeen my cloaths, and my convoy 
OfServants,cleaving through a preſs, would ſwear 
Some wealthy Grandlire did my charges bear, 
Himſelf (the carefidlFſt Tutor) had his eye 
Over them all. In ſhort my Modeſty, 
(Vertues firſt bloom) ſo watring from this Well, 
He both preſerv'd my whiteneſs and my ſmell: 
' Þ Norfear'd, le(t any ſhould 1n time to come, 
Blame him he had not bred me ſtill at home 
To his own Trade, orlI my ſelf complain 
(The more his praiſe my debt,) if I have brain. 
Of ſuch a Father now ſhall I repent, 
Like ſome that quarrel with their own deſcent, 
Becauſe their Blood from Nobles did not flow ? 
dt & Reaſon as well as Nature anſwers, No : 
For if I ſhould unweave the Loom of Fate, 
) | Andchuſe my felf new Parents, for my State, 
In any Tribe : Contented with mine own, 
[ would not change to bea Conſuls Son. 
Mad, in the Vulgars judgment : But in thine 
Sober, perchance: becauſe I did decline 
Anirckſom load I am not vs'd to bear. 
For I muſt ſeek more wealth ſtraight, if that were; 
And, to beg Voices, many a viſit make, 
Muſt at my heels a brace of Servantstake; 
1, | For fear my Honour ſhould be ſeen alone, 
To go into the Country, or the Town. 
There muſt be Horſes ſtore, and Grooms thereto, 
A Litter's to be hir'd too : Whereas now 
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'Tis lawful for me on a Bob-tail Mule 

To travel to Tarentumn, 1t I wall; 

My cloak-bag galling her behind, and I 
Digging her ſhoulders. Not, with Obloquy, 
Like Tu//x5, when in Tiber-Road he's ſeen 
Attended with five Boys, carrying a skin 

Of Wine, and a Cloſc-ſtool : Brave Senator, 
More decently than thou, and thouſands more, Ag 


I could do that. Wheree're I liſt I go, Re 
Alone, the price of Broth and Barley know 3 Tl 
Croud in at every Sight, walk late in Rome : Tt 


Viſit the Temple with a Prayer : then home 
Tomy Leek-pottage,and Chich-peaſe.Three boy Þ yy 
Serve in my Supper 3 whom to counterpoile |} 1, 
One bowl, two Beakers on a broad white (late, F y, 
A pitcher with two cars(*Campanian plate) *Earha Þ H; 
Then dol go to {leep; ſecurely do't, Ar 
Being next morniug to attend no ſuit 0 
In the great Hall (where Marſya doth look, T| 
As it loud Nom3o's face he could not brook) + 

[ Le till four, Then walk, or read a while: TI 
Or write to pleaſe my ſelf ; noint me with Oll: Br; 
(Not ſuch as Nattz paws him(clf withal, W 
Robbing the Lamps. ) When near his Vertical Fr, 
The hotter Sun invites us to a Bath Bo 
For ourtir'd Limbs,I flie the Dog-ſtars wrath, ÞT; 


Having din'd only ſo much as may ſtay Ti 
My appetite : Loiter at home all day. 0 
Theſe are my ſolaces : this is the life Ar 
Of men that ſhun ambition, run from ſtrife, (; 
Lighter than if T ſoar'd on Glories wing, Hi 


The Nephew, Son, and Grand-ſonto a King. By 
SATYREY 


ojs 


$ATTYRS. 
SaTYR VII. By AB. 
A Braul between two railing Buffoons, 
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(thing, 
HE venomous railing of that black-mouth'd 
T who lately was preſcrib'd Rupillizs King, 
Againſt that mungrel Perſ/a#, and how he 
Reveng d himſelfon Kirg again; theſe be 
Things (I ſuppoſe ) notorioutly known, 
Theralk of every Barbers ſhop in Town. 
This Per#a# being rich, his wealth did draw 
Much butinefs, and that buſineſs ſuits in Law 3 
And with Rupillizs King, among the reſt, 
flchad a very troubleſome conteſt 3 
He was a ſurly fellow, proud, and bold, 
And able Kr2g himſelf with eaſe t' out-ſ{cold, 
Of ſuch a bitter and 7zve@ive ſpeech, 
That he even Bzllinſeate to rail could teach. 
Now as to King, fince nothing could compoſe 
The differences which between them roſe, 
Theſe two Torgue-combatants began their fray, 
When Brutzs govern'd wealthy Aſia 5 
Toth' Ha/l they come contending eagerly, 
Both matcht as equally as Fencers be ; 
They made an excellent Sceze : Firſt in the Court 
The Perſzar: pleads his cauſe, and made good ſport, 
Vur General Brutzs to the skies he rais'd, 
And his victorious Army highly prais'd 5 
Calld him the Sz of Aſc, and all 


His Captains he propitious Stars did call, 


5 _ that Butfoon King (ſays he) who's far 


ore miſchievous t'you all, than the Dog-ſtar 
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Is to the Husband-man: thus on he ran, 
And by his railing, bore that baffled man 
Quite down before him; like a Winter flood, 
Which drives down every thing thate're withſtood 
Its rapid motion, and by violence 
Roots up the trees, and ſothe Axe prevents, 
Thus when two Warriers engage in fight, 
And both of equal courage, kill, and might, 
Honour's their aim, both ſcorn to yield or run; 
The more their valour, the more miſchicf*s done. 
- So valiant He&or when he did engage 
'Gainſt ſtout Achilles, ſuch a deadly rage 
Did animate them botiz, that nothing cou'd 
Satiare their fury but each others blood, 
And death of one, mecrly *cauſe both were ſtout, 
Conquer or die buth could, but ne're g7ve ont. 
But when two Cowards quarrel, or if one 
That coxrage has, contends with one of none ; 
(As Diomedes once with Glancas did) 
The Coward yields or runs for't, and inſtead 
Of blows, gives bribes, and preſents to his For, 
y to fave his life, and Jet him go. 
>K3zg rallies up his thoughts, and then retorty 
Invectives falſe, and many of all forts : 
Juſt like afurly Carman, whoſe rude tongue 
Out-rails all Pailengers, be't right or wrong 5 
He had not wit to jcer, but rudely bauls, 
And the {mat Perſian Rogue and Cuckold calls 
The angry Per/an being ſo much ſtung | 
By the reproaches of th' Italians tongue, 
Cries out, Oh Brutzs! by the Gods 1 pray, 


Thou whoſe profcfiion's to take Kings _—_ | 
| ur 
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Murther this one King for me,thou'lt gain more 
By this,then all the K7gs th' haſt ki1l'd before. 


— —— - CO  ———— —— — — 


al S$Saryk VIL By A B. 
A Diſcovery of Witchcraft. 


F an old Fig-tree once the trunk was I, 
And as a uſelc(s piece of wood laid by, 
: | Till an ingenious Carperter who found 
Me lying ſo negleCted on the ground, 
Took me in hand to form me with his tool, 
But whether he ſhould make of mea ſtool, 
Or a Priapxs, was a thing that did, 
Long time perplex this politick work-»raz's head 3 
ut $ Till after long deliberation, he 
For weighty reaſons made a God of me. 
Hence does my Deity proceed, and [ 
Here ſtand thebieves and birds to terrifie z 
The thieves I fright away with my right hand, 
And my long pole which foes erected ſtand ; 
My Crown of Reeds does drive the birds away, 
That they dare not in our new Gardens prey. 
ty The ground where I now ſtand was heretofore 
A common Burying-place tor all the poor, 
Whoſe carcaſes in mean ſmall graves were laid, 
And this the publick Sepzlchre was made 
For th* weareſt ſort of people, thoſe men which 
ls Þ Were much the poorer *cauſe they had been rich. 
The bodies of ſuch ſperd-thrifts here were caſt, 
As food their means away, and lack'd at aſt. 
A thouſand foot inlength, three hundred wide, 
Which from the reſt a Land-mark did divide, 
Q 4 Whoſe 
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Whoſe plain inſcription did deſcribe to th' Heirs, WThic 
Which ground was Sacred, and which ground wx Ba; 
theirs. 

Now men i'th' healthy Church-yard live,and where 
Dead bodies ſtunk, the living take freſh air, 
And on that green hill now we walk which once 
Was all deford and cover'd c're with bones, 

But yet the thieves and birds which hither come, 
And haunt this place, are not ſo troubleſome 
To me, as thoſe who charms and poiſons ule, 
With which they do poor mortal minds abule, 
Theſe I can neither hinder nor deſtroy, 
But in the ſet nights, by Moon-ſhine they 
Into theſe Gardens (tea), and pick up there 
Dead humane boxes and herbs that poiſonous are, 

Here that old Hag Canidial iprd 
Ina black garment cloſe about her t1'd, 
Bare-toot ſhe walkt, her locks diſhevel'd were; 
And that Witch-major Sagana with per : 
Howling like Wolves, of pale ana uply hew, 
They both appear'd moſt ghaltly'to my view, 
With their long nails to ſcratch the earth they 

went, 

And with their tecth a Lab in ſunder rent, 
Wholc blood they pour'd into their new-dig'd pit, 
And corjur dup th' infernal Fiends with it, | 
Such Spirits as could anſwer to whate're 
They did demand ; two Images there were 
Brought by theſe Hags, by which they did their 
One made of woel,the other made of wax. (knacks, Þ 
The woollen was the greater, that it might 
The little Waxen Image curb and fright. 


This 
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This Wax Effigies ſtood cringing by, 
4s ſinking under its ſervil:ty, 
One Hecate invokes 3 T7/yphone 
charmed by t'other : Serperts one might ſee, 
And the ifernal Dogs run out and 1n. 

The ba(hful Moor for fear ſhe (hould have been 
\ witneſs to theſe juzlings hid her face, 
And made our Sepulchres her lurking place. 

If Tlie t' you 1n any thing I've ſaid, 
May the Crows with their dug pollute my head ! 
May all the rogues and whores, and thieves in town, 
Caſt their baſe Excrements upon my crown | 

What need I all thoſe tricks to mention, which 


' BVeredone by Sagara that damn'd old Witch? 


And by what Artifice the Ghoſts and ſhe 

Diſcours'd together with variety 

If tones,now ſhrill, now flat, and how they did 
idennder ground by ſtealth the hairy head 


; BOfanold wolf, with teeth of Tpeckled ſnake, 


pit, 
elk 
hs, 


his 


en with the waxen Image they did make 

he fire to blaze : But that I might not be 

tame ſpeFator of this foolery, 

ind thoſe —_ unreveng'd behold, 
If both thoſe Hags ſo ugly and ſo old ; 
| from my Godſhips entrails backward ſpoke 
\sthund'ring asa bladder when 'tis broke; 

\way run both the Wizches into Town, 
Uut dropt Cqnidia's ſet of teeth, and down 
VId Sagana her ſnakes and poiſons threw 

ind all her conjuring tools, off likewiſe flew 

er Perriwig, 'twould make one break his heart 
Vith laughter, to obſerve how one ſuund fart 

| Broke 
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Broke from a God, two Witches frights away, ” 
And made them run from one more weak than the, Nl 


—_— CC Hon "Nom Whe 
SATYR IX My, 


A deſcription of an impertinent prating Fool, fry, 


F latealong the ſtreets I muſing walk, Wit 
( Yan to my (elf tome learned whizeſie talk t; hea 


When loea wand'ring Trifler to me came, I 
Whom ſcarce I knew, ſave only by his namez Fr, 
And with familiar freedom took my hand, Who 
Asking me, How ] did 2 At your command (71 
(Said I) God keep you Sir. He tollowing ſtill, By, 


I turn'd about, and ſtopt to know his will. (r 1 
What ? don't you know me, man £ ((aid he) I tw ff f, 
A Virtuoſo am as well as you. 4 
The more I honour you, Sir, (I reply'd) 1 
And (till all ways to ſhake hini off Itry'd ; No 
In thouſand difterent poſtures I did go, Ma 


Sometimes I walkt apace, and ſometimes ſlow; | 
Sometimes I —_—_ in my Foot-boys car, The 
d 


And all the while did ſweat all o're tor fear. Kil 
Oh happy he! (to mutter I began) M, 
Who bugs himſelf at an impertinent man | Tho 
Oh happy! who as well himſelf can feaſt Wh: 
On the moſt fool talker as the beſt ! (la 


In the mean time his tongue did gallop on, Þ She 
Letting no ſtreet, nor ſign, nor houſe alone: | No 
At laſt, perceiving I did nothing mind, But 
(He ſaid) you'd fain be rid of me, I find ; Tal 
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» aut you, vor T bave now not much to do, 
hey, [le therefore wait upon you where you go * 
nn. BiPhere Lies your way £ O Lord, pray Sir do not 
Tour ſelf for me to ſo much trouble put ; 
My journey lies almoſt as far's the Tower, 
Þ> vi(it 0#e you never ſaw before. 
That's nothing Sir, I'm perfe&ly at leiſure, 
And a long walk, with you I count a pleaſure, 
With that I ſhrunk my ſhoulders, hung my ears, 
t BA:adull Aſs that too great lading bears, 
Then he begins : If oce you know me Sir, 
To ſcarce to me would any Wit prefer, 
Who is there that can better Verſes write £ 
(r who with greater ſwiftneſ# can indite 2 
Who of your friends can more gentilely dance £ 
()} who can better teach the mode of France ? 
If you but hear me (ing, you will confeſs, 
do excel the fam d Hermogenes. 
Here it was time tointerpoſe : Have you 
No Mother Sir, wor other kindred, who 
May want your company this preſent hour 2 
| $ Ono; pale death did then long ſince devour: 
The happier they 3 Nay then, in faith, go on, 
Kill me out-right, my ſriend, ſince th' haſt begs ; 
M/laji hour's come, and now I plainly ſee 
Thou wert intended by that Propheſie 
Weich my Nuiſ fpake, when I an Infant was, 
Clapping my feet, and ſmiling in my face, 
She ſaid 5 This Boy #0 poiſon, nor #0 ſteel, 
No pain of Cough, or Spleen, or Cont, ſhall feel, 
But by ſome fatal tongne ſhall be dejtroy'd, 
| Talkers let hin, when come to age, avoid. 
| Over 


Book 
236 SATTRS. Book |, Non 
Over againſt Guild-ha4 at length we came, | uot 


He pelting me, I miſerably lame. ... - Stra: 
Gods ſo! "tis well remembred, hold, I pray, But 
T have a cauſe here to be tri'd to day; To 
Good Sir come with me in, I le ſtraight diſpatch. Witt 
In haſte, hke dying men, this boxgh I catch. Am 
Iz troth Sir I have no great skill ith Law, lan 
My nod will keep no Judge or Jury in awe, Web 
Fle joftly walk, before, and if you make Te 
Good ſpeed, you quickly me may overtake. [x 
Here he perplext ſtood ſtill, and ſcrateht his head, Fl: 
IVhat ? ſhall T loſe ſo dear a friend ? (he ſaid ) We 
Or by my abſence loſe my Canſe £ Nay Sir, Un 
I pray regard your buſineſs, do not ſtir. \ 
Let my Cauſe ſink (or ſwim) Ile leave it here, Þut 
go I my ſelf to ſuch a ſtiend endear. = 

So on he leads, and I found *twas in vain No 


To ſpoil my teeth by champing of the chair, vy 
Straight-he reſumes his firft Diſcourſe 3 Ard bow? Fir 


How with my Lord ſtands your condition now ? ly 
My Lord's a prudent man, and private. lwes, Wi 
Never himſelf to much acquaintance gives ; bu 
You raiſe a mighty Fortune under him, We 
But yet methinks it would great wiſdom ſeen, En 
If you would take ſome conrſe thoſe to prefer W 
About him, who might ſtill poſſeſs his ear D 
To your advantage, and if I were one, D 
You might be ſure to govern him alone. ly 
Tou'r quite miſtaken Sir, we live not ſo Ih 
As you ſuppoſe, nor yet as others do ; It 
No ſmall Intrigues that family does breed, ll 


No plots, nor. little jealouſtes does feed : 
None 
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& LY Neve there does look, with envious eyes uport 


ad 


Wy 


Juthers good, but loves it as his own. 
Strange and unuſual this which you relate, 

But ſoit is, the more I'm paſſionate 

To make one of your number. That you may 
Without diſpute, if you'l but try the way 

4 man ſo qualifi d as you appear, 

lan't be deny d admiſſion any where. 

ſel, to my ſelf I will not wanting be, 

Ie watch kis hours, his ſervants I will fee 
| vill (alute his Chariot in the ſireet, 

[le bring hint home as often as we meet : 

Ie Conrtiers ſtrive for intereſt in vain, 
Unleſs by long obſervance it we gain. 

While he did thus run on, who ſhould we meet 
But my friend C— paſſing croſs the ſtreet, 
(— {traight found what kind of man he was, 
Not to ſee through. him, needed he his Glaſs : 
0 when the »ſual complements were palt, 
ltrod on's toes, and ſoftly him embrac'd : 
Iwink'd, and ihrug'd, and many figns I gave, 
Which hlently did his affiſtance crave: 
but my zrwerciful malicious friend, 
kem'd not to underſtand what I intend, 
knjoy'd my miſery, and ſmil'd to ſee 
What ſmall thin Plots I made to be ſet free. 
Dear friend ! d' you remember who laſt night 
Did us to dine with him to day invite ? 

[well remember it, but yet introth 

[taveno mind to go, for I am loth 

Tobreak a faſting day, as we ſhall there. 

That's nought, I have a diſpenſation here, 

['ve 


I've none (ſays he) I'm going another way, " 

I'le keep my Conſcience, and the Church obey, | 

This ſaid my witty Friend with cruel ſpight, 

Leaves me even when the Butcher's going to (mite 

Under what curſed Planet was I born ? 

By my companion to be left forlorn ! 

Condemn'd to ſuffer this inceſſant breath, 

And by perpetual chatt'ring talk'd to death, 
But now at laſt by great good hap there waz 

A Bailiff (eiz'd on him as hedid paſs ; 

O have I caught you Sir, you muſt with me, fe, 


fot 
Th 


Pray Sir, will you againſt him witneſs be? But 
Along they go, I for revenge too joyn'd, No 
But inthe Hall we ſo great tumult find, Tai 
Such heaps of Women tollow'd us, and Boys, Ban 
That I with eaſe c{cap'd amidit the noiſe. 7” 


Sure great was my diſtreſs, when even athronÞy | 
Of Lawyers was relict againſt his tongue. Fgre 


BY <7 Fas 


SATY R X. By A. B. 
Another Diſcourſe of POE TRY. 


Said indeed, the Verſe Lucilizs writ 
I Were rough, tistrue 3 and who'sſo void of wi 
Though ne're ſo much his Patrox or his Friend, 
That him againl(t this ces ſure can defend ? 

But inthat very Page | (aid withal, 
T hat with great Wit he does the City maul, 
And did commend him tor it much. But yet 
Though I allow him that, I doi.'t admit 
Lucilizs was ſo thorow-pac'd a Wit, 
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ksto be good at every thing, for ſo 
That fool Laberizs Dogrel Rhimes might go 
- Bforexc'llent Poems, and be much admir'd. 
wit. YThough ' be a vertue, and to be defir'd 
Tomakean Audience laugh well, yet there be 
Wore things requir'd to make a Poet 3 he 
Vuſt be conciſe, his Verſe muſt ſmoothly flow, 
and not be clog'd with zeedlefs words that grow 
8 JA burden tothe Reader, who is tir'd 
With reading that which he at firſt deſrr'd. 
{ometimes 'tis good touſe a dolejal (train, 
But moſt of all the br35k and airy vain 3 
Now play the Rhetorician, and then 
Tothe Poetick raptures fly agen. 
Sometimes write like a Gentleman, whole part 
towrite ealily without much art. 
08A Droing merry ſtile does better hit 
Great matters, than a down-right railing Wit 3 
Theantient Comick Poets on this ground 
Are imritable, and to be renown'd, 
But thoſe our ſpruce (allants about the Town, 
(Becauſe they underſtand them not ) cry down. 
To ling what Calvzs and Catullus writ, 
th height of all their /ear»ing and their wit. 
1 He that, ſay they, in's Latine Verſes can 
Mix ends of Greek, that, that's the only man. 
Tou aged Block-heads! who ſo doat upon 
That K hodian Dunce, Poet Pytholesn, 
And think that Pie-bald way in which he went 
To be both difficult and excellent. 
But oh ! anclegant diſconrſe (you'l ſay) 
Made up of Greek and Latize words look gay I 
'Tis 
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Bot 
'Tis juſt like Ch;a Wine when mixt among An 
The Wine that to Falernum does belong. (he 


When thou wouldit Verſes make, imagine thy} In: 
Wert for thy /iſe to plead thy own cauſe now, || [ot 
As did that criminal Petills once, But 
Would'ſt thou thy Native language quite renounce ſ] Be 
While the Kings Council in their Mother tongue An 


Tug for thy Condemnation, right or wrong ? Vir 
To interlace thy ſpeech, would'ſt thou incline 
With forcin words, and like the Canuſine, Th 
Speak a compounded Gibriſh £ But whenl W 
(Whoam an In-land Poet) wentto try Ye 


To make Greek Verſes, atter midnight, when | V 

Thoſe things are real which-are dreamt by men, || T« 

Romulus ſtraight appear'd to me, and told me, || T 

All men would for asgreat a mad-man hold me, Þ Hi 

If T attempt t increaſe that tedious ſtore M 

Of the Greek Poets, too too large before, T 

As if I ſhould Coals to New-Caſtle ſend. 

This to my Grecian verſing put an end : 

While twelling Alpiz with his thund'ring Pen, 

Murders poor ({laughter'd Menon o're agen, 

And by his barbaroxs Poetry deſtroys 

Thoſe things and perſons which he goes to praiſe, 
I ſport my ſelf with writing lines, which ne're 

Are ſpoken 1n Apollo's Temple, where 

That Pedant Tarps does preſume to fit, 

And with much boldneſs judge of little wit ; 

Nor are they ott obtruded on the Stage, 

To cloy the Stomach of the queazy age, 

As now our modern Findanus does, 

Who is in ſcribling Plays facetious, 
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And with a ſubtle whore, a cunning knave, 
(heating old men, we the fame fancy have 
lall his Plays. And Tragick Pollis lings 

[n his three-footed Verſe the deeds of Kings : 
But our ingenious Varizs does produce 
Better than any the Heroick Mule, 

And the ſmooth Rural Myſes do inſpire 
Frgil with ſoft and moſt facetious hire. 

Hence tis that I write better Satyrs then 
That blund'ring Farro, and that fort of men 
Who have ſo often tri'd to write, 1n vain, 

Yet I fall ſhort of o@@@L cl; (train, 

Who firſt invented therR nor will I dare 

To ſtrip him from the Crowe which did adhere 
This brows with ſo much glory ; though I faid 
His Verſes did run muddily, yet they had 

More in them that deſerv'd our great reſpect, 
Than all thofe Vzces which we ſhould reject. 

But prethee tell me ? Did thy learned eye 

Nothing to be reprov'd in Homer ſpy ? 

Did not Lacilizs himſelf think fit 

To alter ſomething of weak Accizs wit ? 

Did he not laugh at Eris lines, as though 
Some things in them were not quite grave enough 2 
And when of thee he a diſcourte did move, 
Thought thee as bad as thoſe he did reprove 7 
And what ſhould hinder, but when ever we 
Do read Lucilizs works, we well may lee 

[f't were the imperfection of his wit, 

Or crabbed Nature of the things he writ, 
Would not permit the Lines he made to be 
Eaborate, or run more evenly ? 


Or 
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Or if that any Poet took delight 
A Poem in Hexameter to write, 
Contented only that he had made up 
Two hundred Verſcs when he went to ſup, 
And after ſupper juſt as many more, 
Whoſe rhimes did run as Caſſus heretofore, 
More (wift and raging than a Torrent does, , 
Which being condemn'd to hire, as (tory gors; 
Was burnt to aſhes with the Books he wnit, 
(The juſt reward of a volum'nows wit) 
If he were now alive, and all that ere 
He found ſuperfluoxs, away ſhould pare, 
He'ld ſcratch his head were he a Verſe to write, 
And often to the quick his 2ails world bite. 
c« He that would write what ſhould twice reading ſiand, 
« Muſt often be upon the mending hand, 
&« Ne're mind the praiſe of th' undiſcerning Crew, 
« Content with learned Readers, though but few. 
Art thou ſomad thy Poems to expoſe 
To Ballad-ſimgers and to Puppet-ſhows ? 
NotI(I'vow)Tm like the bold wench, that 
By all the people being baited at, 
Since I (quoth ſhe) am Minor to a Knight, 
I all the inferior yabble ſcorn and ſlight : 
Shall ſuch an Arſe-worm as Pantilius 
Diſturb my thoughts ? or when Demetrizs docs 
Behind my back traduce me, or that Aſs 
Fannius (who once Tigellius Crony was) 
Abuſes me, his envious rage to vent, 
Shall I then fooliſhly my {cle torment 2? 
No; let Mzcenas, and ſuch men of wit 
As Virgil, will but read what Thave writ, 
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With many friends and learned perſons more, 

Whoſe names I do indſtrio»ſly pals o're, 

Whom I defire to ſmile on what I write 

How 11I ſoe're 3 Burt if they ſhould delight 

Leſs than my expe@ation, I ſhould be 

Exceeding ſorrowful : But as for thee C 

Demetrizs, thee Ticellins that be 

But Fidling Rogues, go fret your ſelves and pine 

Mongſt your She-ſcholars at theſe lines of mine; 
Sirrah, make all the haſte you can, and look 
That all Pve faid be added to my Book. 


The End of the Firſt Book of Satyrs. 
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SATYR I. By Sir R. F. 


He dilates upon the advice given him by Trebatius to 
write the ations of Auguſtus, rather than Satyr, 
(as things that are dangerous to medale with) and 
ſhews why he cannot obey him. 


Ome tliink I am too ſharp a Satyrilt, 
; *And that I {tretch my work beyond the liſt, 
Others, what e're I write 1s needleſs ſay, 
And that like mine a thouſand Lines a day 
May be ſpun. What would'(t thou advite me now 
(Trebatizs) 1n this caſe ? Sit ſtill, As how? 
Not to write Verſe at all, dot thou avcr 
As thy Senſe 2? 1 do. Let me never ſtir, 
It 'twere not better. But I cannot {lcep. 
For that, ſwim zber (nointed) thrice: or ſteep 
Thy brains at night in Wine. If thou mult needs 
Write, dare to write unconquer'd C2ſar's deeds. 
Great Rewards following. Father, that being it 
Ide fain be at, my will exceeds my wit. 

| Not 
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Not every Pen can paint in hornd Field (kill'd, 
Thick Groves of Pikes, Spears broke in French -wren 
Ani! a hurt Parthian dropping from his Horſe. 

His juſtice though thou may t,and his minds force: 
As wile Lucilizs thole of Scipio, 

[ic not be wanting to my ſelf, it fo 

Occatio ſerve. The patlage mult be clear 

Wren Horace words pierce Ceſur's ſerious car : 
Wiom, [troaking, 1t we think t approach : *'ware 
Isnot that better than in Verſe that reels, (heels! 
To jeer this Gull, that Prodigal, wheneach( reach ) 
Man thinks he's meant(tho quite from thy thoughts 
Ard hates thee for't 2 what ſhould I do? being hot 
I'th' head, and ſeeing double through the Por, 
Milonizs trisks3 Caſtor on Horle-vack fights; 

The twin of the ſame Egg in Clubs delights. 

As many thoutand minds as men there be, 

Hike Lacilins (better than both we ) 

My words in Meeter love t' encloſe and bind. 

His way was, in his Books.to {peak his mind 

As freely, as his ſecrets he would tell 

Toatry'd friend : and took itil], or well, 

He held his Cuſtom. Hence it came to pals, 
The old mans life is there as in a Glaſs. 


His ſteps I follow, whom you neither can 


Ot Lnca call, nor an Apulian. 

(For the Veruſiar both their borders ploughs, 
A Colony of Rome, as old Fame ſhews, 

The Sabels thence expell'd to ſtop that Gate, 
And bean Out-work to the Roman State.) 
Yet I'de not harm a Chicken with my will : 
For ſhew and countenance bearing my Quill 
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Like a Sword ſheath'd ; which why ſhould I dray 
not 

Set on by Rogues? with Rult there may it rot 

O Jove, Father and King : and none bereave 
The peace I ſeek. But it there do, beheve 

Me they will ru't, when with my keen Stile ſtung, 
Through the whole town they ſhall in pomp be 
Servixs the Penal Statures (anger'd) threats ( ſung, 
Canidia to witch them, 'gainſt whom ſhe ſets : 

A miſchief Tarizs, to all thoſe wage Law 
Where he's a Judge. That every one doth awe 
Them whom he fears,with that where his ſtrength 
And that by nattres Law appears in this: (is 
Wolves (mite with tceth, Bulls with the horn (this 

muſt 

Be taught them from within. ) With Sceva trult 
His long-liv'd Mother ;, my head to a groat, 

His ptous hand ſhall never cut her throat. 

Not his ? No more than an Ox bite, a Bear 

Kick thee : but ſhe ſhalldie of poiſon. There 
Now lies his skill. Me, whether (in effe& ) 

The quiet Harbor of old age expect, 

Or death with ſable wings hover about : 

Rich, poor, at Rox, or by hard Fate thruſt out 
Into exile ; in whatſoever way 

Of life, I muſt write Verſes : that's my play : 

«+ Child ! thy Taper's near the end I doubt, 
And that ſome great Mans brave will puff thee out. 
Why 2? When Lucilizs durlt begin this way 

Of writing Verſes, and the skins did flay, 

In which the outward-fair diſguis'd their ſhame 3 

Were Lzl;xs and he that won a name | 
From 
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From Carthage raz'd, offended with his wit ? 
Or'did they winch, Mete/ws being hit ? 

And Lupxs (tript and whipt in Verſe? yet he 
Spouted his Ink on men of each degree: 

None ſpar'd but Vertze and her friends. Nay when 
Retir'd were from the Stage, and croud of men, 
Scipio's exalted vertue, and themild 

Wiſdom of Lel:#s : Till the Broth was boil'd, 
They both would play and toil with him, ungirt. 
Though I in wit, and 1n condition, ſhort 

Am of Lacilizs : Envy ſhall confeſs 

Againſt her will, I've liv'd nevertheleſs 

Among(t great zzex : and (thinking to have ſtuff 
Here, tor her rotten teeth) find Iam tough, 

If learn'd Trebatis take me at my rate, 

Nay truly I can find nothing to bate ; 

Only I warn thee, leſt through ignorance 

Of ſetled Laws thou come to ſome miſchance : 
If any write bale Verſes againſt other, 

I bears a ſuit. If baſe, wen. but Father, 

If any write good Verſe, Wat man isprais'd, 

(eſar the Judg. It I the {treet have rais'd 

By barking at a Thief, my (elf being none, 

The Bench with laughter cracks,I (freed)go home. 


— — 


SATY RK IL. By A. B. 
The benefits of Temperance and Frugality, 


Ow great a vertue 'tis, and how it tends 
To th' good of humane lite (my worthy 


| Tolive abſtemiouſly, is not to be (friends ) 


Learn'd at great Feaſts made up of Laxyury, 
R 4 Amongſt 
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Amongſt your poliſh'd Tables ſpread in State, Ye 

Loaden with Diſhes of ſtupendious Plate, 

Whole various ſplendor does amaze the Eye, 

Ard make the przled appetite pals by 

What's good, and chooſe the worle : but when you 

Faſting, then come lift out this zruth with me. 

This is not my Senſe only, but Offers 

That Country wit, this truth did long fince tell ug, 

A prudent man, yet walkt not by a re, 

Nor learn'd the formal Precepts of the School: 
You'll ask, why faſting?give meleave,Tle tell you; 

You cannaq more with a full gorged belly 

Know vice from vertwe, then a Judg that 1s 

Corrupt, diſcern 'twixt truth and falfities. 
Suppoſe you'd hunted hard, or us'd your force 

To ride and manage a high-metled Horſe : 

Or you whoſe life before luxurious was, 

Should'it on a Roman Souldiers duty pals, 

Or (hould'ſt at Tennis play with might and main, 

Whilſt the delight makes you ne re mind the pain; 

Or had you beenat 2udrg, and had thrown 

Into che yielding Air a pond'rous ſtore, 

Till your much exerciſe had drivenaway 

That ſuſtenance which on your ſtomachs lay, 

When vou are very dry and hungry grown, 

Then TI'de tain ſee youlet coarſe food alone 3 

Or drink no M7zec, unleſs you can procure 

Racy Canary, or what Claret's pure, 

Or it the Butler's abſent, or the Main 

By ſtorms protects her Fiſh from being (lain, 

A. cruſt of bread dipt into ſalt well may 

The barking of your empty ſtomachs ſtay; 


You! 
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You'l ask me how this vertue may be got ? 
«True pleaſure in the daintieſt Diſh does not 
«Conſiſt, but in our ſelves, and any meat, 

«to us Venſor,, if obtain'd by ſweat : 
*But no delicious Banquets can invite, 
*Orgratifie the gorged appetite. 

[don't, I ſhan't perſwade you, but thatmen 
Will freed upon dry Peacocks, rather then 
The Fat, but common Fowl: Mens Palats be 
Corrupted with the very vanity 
Of things, and (till deſire to taſte that food 
That's very dear, and think it therefore good. 
Prucocks with us the beſt eſteem obtain, 

Not for their Fleſh, but for their gaudy Train, 
ks if it would mens Palats gratifie, 

Toeat thoſe Feathers they extol fo high : 

Ir that the glorious ſhew would not be ſpoil'd, 
When -you ſhall ſee a Peacock ſtript and boil'd, 
Although the fleſh of Hexs and Peacocks do 
Innothing difter, 1t appears that you 

Are food with various colours : Be fo [till 

Toul wonder how I have attain'd this skill. 

When you've a Pike preſcnted in a Diſh, 

0u ask 7zpertinently, 1f that Fiſh 
lathe main Sea, or 1n freſh water's caught ? 
ind madly praiſe Mets of three pound weight, 
hich you muſt cut in pieces; bu: I ſee 
Moit men meerly with /ews deligiit: 4 be: 
ray, for what reaſon do molt mn like, 
Though they love Mzllets large) 4 well-grown 

heir carioſty's tae realon for't. ( Pike? 
Cauſe Nature made Pikes long, ar:{ 1Myllets ſhort. 

When 
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When a man's ſtomach is once hungry gro 
He lights no food, the coarſeſt bit will down; || 
But the luxurious (3luttor ſays, I wiſh 
A pond'rous Malt wallowing in my diſh; 
Such fellows do only deſerve to eat 
With ravenous Harpyes. I could wiſh their mex 
Would with moiſt _— ſtink , and loathlon 
But their freſþ Fiſh and Veniſon will do ſo; | 
And to ay Loder ſtomachs nauſeous 2: Gn 
By their too fulſom ſuperfiuity, 

Whenthe cramb'd Gluttor over-charg'd with mex 
To get new ſtomach does ſharp Salads eat. 

Yet ſometimes homely Diet does appear 
At mighty Princes Tables; for Eggs there 
(Which are ſo common) ſometimes may be ſeen, 
And the black Olives on their Boards have been, F 

Though with the Crier Ga/o 'twas not thus, 
Who was for Luxury ſo infamows, | 
Becauſe he Sturgeon firſt did bring to's Board, 
What can't the Sea Mullets enough afford ? 

The Tyrbet in the Sea did ſafely reſt, 

And Storks lay unmoleſted in their neſt, 

Till your luxurious May'r (that would have bee 
Ingeniouſly brought their deſtruttion in : 

And now if any other perſon ſhou'd 

Cry up the roaſted Cormorarnt, rare food ! 

Our Roman youth, who've only vitions wit, 
Would praiſe and imitate both him and it. 

Yet (as Offel/us _ there's difference great 
Betwixt the ſordid and the ſfrngal meat, 

And men in vain do luxxry eſchew, 


If they do ſordidnef the while purſue. 
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Wn, & foidienws, whom we do juſtly brand 
1; ithname of Dog, would eat wild Cornels, and 
ept till 'ewas fowre all the V/;ze he drunk, 

nd all his Oyl intollerably ſtunk, 

ich from hisnaſty horx, he, drop by drop, 
neat iſtill'd upon the Colwort Sallet top 
onFiich his own hand, but he would never ſpare 
S108, Fo dowſe it o're with his dead Vinegar, 
jough on his Birth-day, or his Wedding-day, 

Ir other feaſt, clad in his belt array. 
meaty What Diet then fhould a wiſe man be at ? 

{ which of theſe two ſhould he 1mitate ? 
(cep the mid-road,and both extremes beware, 
 Waclurks a Dog, and a fierce Wolt hes there. 
XT, $6 cleanly he ſhould be as not t offend 
l. $By's naſtireſs the ſtomach of his friend 3 
s, Mot be extreme on either hand in's treat, 

or by too much, nor by too little meat 3 
, ENorlike Albutizs of old, who when 
fleentertain'd his friend would beat his wen : 
Nor negligent as Neviws, who at Feaſts 
With greaſte water would preſent his gneſhs 
1 SThisis a great vice alſo. Now, pray mind, 
What good in frugal Diet you may find. 

Firſt you'l be very healthy; for you know 

Much harm to us from variows meats do flow : 
Think on that only Diſh, which was your fare, 
How blith and healthy after it you were ! 

8 Fbut when men fell to mingling roaſt and boil'd, 

and fi/þ and fowl together, health was ſpoil'd 

The tlweet-meats turn'd to Choler, & tough phlegms, 

bred a diſturbance in the maws of them ; 


Ob- 
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Obſerve how pale and ſick a man does riſe 

From board, confounded with varieties ; 

« Nay when the body's overcharg'd, the mind 

&« Is alſo inthe diſcompoſure joyn d, 

& And on the ground inhumanely does roul, 

* That part of Heavenly breath, the precious ſoul! 
While he that doesa (lender Diet keep, 

Can onthe ſudden lay his limbs to tleep, 

And in the morning riſe ſo freſh to do 

Whatſoever buſineſs he's inclin'd unto. 


V 
J 


And yet this temperate perſon ſometimes may 0 
Increaſe his Table on ſome Holy-day, * 


Or when he means his body to caref, 
Which 1s brought low by his abſtemionuſneſs; 
« For years will ſteal on men, old age mult be, 
* Becauſe 'tis feeble, handled tenderly. 

But if decrepit age on ſome men ſeize, 
Or if they fall into ſome ſharp diſeaſe, 
What texder uſage can be added more, 

Than they being young and Juſty had before? 
Our Arceſtors (tale Venſor ule to praile, 
Not that they could not ſze//it in thoſe days, 

But 'twas with this intent, that if a Gueſt 
Came ſome days after th' ending of the Feaſt, 
'T were better he ſhould on cold Verſo tall, 
Than forthe Maſter to devour it all. | 

[ would to God I had been brought forth then, hy, 
Tn that firſt age among thoſe worthy men. 

D' you value reputation, which torh' car 
Is gratefuller than Verſe or Muſick, ate ? 


) 
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Great Tyrbots and ſuch coſtly Diſhes do ; 
Beget you damage and dilcredit too ; | 


Beſide: 


ok | 


ol! 


ay 


hel, 


Wok II. SATTYRS. 253 


-ides your Parents and your Friends you muſt 
rage, and prove to your own ſelves unjult ; 
1d then in vain you will defireto die, 
at being worth a Groat a Rope to buy. 
You'l ſay, ſuch a poor ſneak as Thraſzus, 
uſtly deſerves to be rewarded thus : 
ut you've a great Eſtate, wealth without end, 
much as will ſuffice three Kirgs to ſpend. 
What then ? Can there no better way be found 
0 ſpend that wealth, with which you ſo abound? 
Why ſhould ſo many brave men want? and why 
Should the Gods antient Temples ruin'd lie 
While you are rich? Vile wretch ! Why wilt 
not thou 
ut of thy needleſs (tore ſomething allow 
or thy dear Countreys good ? canſt thou ſuppoſe 


Thy fate alone will {till be proſperoxs 3 
0h, how thine enemies will laugh at thee, 


hen thou'rt reduc'd to vant and beggary ! 
Which of the two can certaineſt rely 


In his own temper in adverſity? 
[tat man whole pamper'd body and his mind, 


4 ever been to luxury inclin'd, 


flat may fall out, and wiſcly does prepare 


Ur that's content with little, and doth fear 
0 time of peace things requiſite for war £ 


Now that you may believe this to be true, 


Vhen I was young I this Ofe/us knew, 


man of great eſtate, yet ſpent no more 


tanafterwards, when robb'd of all his ſtore. 


man might ſee him with his cattel, and 


ls childrez tiling his allotted land, 


And 
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And patiently bearing that he is 
Farmer of that Eſtate which once was his. 
I never durſt eat any thing ( he'ld ſay) 
But Carl and Bacon on a working-day; 
But if an axciert friend with me had been, 
Whom a long time before I had not ſeen, 
Or a good neighbour came to viſit me, 
When rainy weather me from work ſet free, 
I made him welcome, not with coſtly Fiſh, ] 
A Pullet, or a Lamb (erv'd for his diſh; 
Dri'd Grapes and Nuts his ſecond Courſe wer 
made, 
And double Figs were on the Tablelaid ; 
Then after Dinner 'twas our recreation 
To paſs the Grace-cup round on Reputation, 
A health to Ceres that our Corn might grow, 
| And ſmooth'd with Wine the wrinkles of ourbroj 
| Let Fortue rage, and raiſe commotions new, 
Can ſhe make me live meaner (Boys) or you? 
For Nature ne're appointed him or me, 
Or any elſe, proprietors to be 
Of ourown lands, though now the time is his Bb 
To turn me out, yet his »nthriftineſs (0 
Or ignoraxce of tricks in law, or elſe 
Who &'re ſurvives him, him at laſt expels. 
This Farm which now by Umbrenas name | 
known 
Was mine, but none can ſay, it # his own; 
**Tis thine, and mine,and his, live bravely thaj** 


* And in all troubles quit your ſelves like me! . 


Re 
Ne 
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SATY R IIl. By A B. 
That every man is in ſomething or other mad. 
DAMASIPPUS and HORACE. 


Dam, 
Hou writ'{t ſo ſeldom,that there does appear 
Scarce a new Poem from thee twice a year, 
verÞbut vainly ſpend'ſt thy time in looking o're 
joſe things which thou haſt written heretofore: 
nvex'd at thee, that thou do'ſt thus reſign 
Thy felt up to the ſway of ſeep and wine 3 
he Myſes negligently laid aſide, 
And we of what we ſo defire deni'd. 
Hor. What would you have me do ? 
\ | Dar. Here thou halt been 
> Fetird ever fince Chriſtmras did begin, 
Now thou'rt at leiſure, let's have ſomething from 
thee 
iis {That may appeaſe our longing, and become thee 
(ome, ſtrike up man, —one Verſe. — 
Hor. No, *twill not do. 
Dam. Thou blam'ſt thy harmleſs pe, nay the 
wall too 

Endures the cauſleſs rage for native guilt, 
Cauſe 'twas in ſpight of Gods or Myſes built, 
ha bou did(t pretend, that if thou once could'(t be 
en FVut of this Tow? from 20iſe and buſneſf tree, 
nd to ſome little Country V2f retire, 


ln a mean Cottage by a little fire, 
'u How 


Iron 


ie | 
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How many-admirable lines ſhould we, 
As the effetts of thy retirement ſee ? 
Elſe to what end did(t thou 7»cumber thus 
Thy ſelf with Eupolis, Archilocus, — 
Menander, Plato, and ſuch Books as thoſe, 
If thou'lt not write at all? do'ſt thou ſuppoſe 
That by declining vertze thou ſhalt be 
Prote&ed from the jaws of Calumny # T 
Thou wilt be laugh'd at for an Aſs ; come, loath 
Thoſe lewd inchantments of that Syrez (loath; 
Elſe all that honour which abour thee ſhin'd, 
Got by thy exc'llent parts mult be reſign'd. 
Hor. *Pox on your too true counſel. Noy (| 
The Gods to ſend a man to have away (pray! 
That formal beard of thine 3; but prethee how ' 
Cam'ſt thou me and my humor thus to know? 
Dam. Since my Eſtate's conſum'd I gono mar 
To the Exchange, as I did heretofore, 
But having now no buſineſs of my own, 
Toother men I am a Broker grown ; 
In former time, I gave my mind to know 
Whether a Statue were well made or no; 
What was well carv'd, or painted, and what ill, 
And how to ſell or buy them I had skill. 
If a rare piFure any where I found, 
I would not care to give a thouſand pound. 
Gardens and ſtately Houſes 1 could buy 
And ſell to great advantage, ſo that I 
When I was feen thorough the Czty ride, 
Here comes the Purchaſer, the people cri'd. 
Hor. I know it, and I can't but wonder how 
Thou com'ſt thus cur'd of that diſtemper now. 
Daz. T: 
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Dam. Tle tell you what ſeems ſtrange, and yet 
My old diſeaſe was driv'n out by my zew ('tis true, 
As in ſome bodies thereis wont to be 
The Head-ach cured by a Pluriſie, 

Or one that has a Letharey endur'd 
Grows frantick, and beats him by whom he's cur'd. 

Hor. Be thou as frantich as thou wilt, ſo as 
Thou wilt not {ſerve me as the Do@or was, 

Dam.Good triend,don't cheat thy ſelev'n thou 
And all the worldare very near as bad. (art mad, 
It what Stertinizs the Stoick faith 
Mong prudent men, does merit any Faith, 

That grave Philoſopher at firſt taught me 

Theſe admirable precepts, and 'twas he 

My Spirits in my great aff!i@;on chear'd, 

And will'd me wear this Phzloſophick beard 3 

And from Fabritizs Bridge return agen 

With ſpirit »diſturb'd and calm, for when 

Allmy Eſtate was gone, I thither went 

My Cap pluck'd o're my eyes, with an intent 

Todrown my ſelf, I fortunately ſpi'd 

That learned Stock, ſtanding by my fide. (heed 

What do'ſt thou mean (quoth he)young man?take 

That thou donot an unbecoming deed, 

Thowrt driven to this by ſhame that's very bad, 

fearing *mong mad men to be counted rad 2 

Confider firſt what madneſs is, and then 

[f 't be in thee, and in no other men, 

Go bravely hang or drown thy felt for me, 

Ile never ſpeak a word to hinder thee, 

He who to vitioas folly is inchn'd, 

And is by ignorance of truth led blind, | 
S S 
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Is by the $toick counted out of's wits, 

This definition all degrees befits : 

All pertons, nay great Princes, every one 

It comprehends, but the wiſe man alone 
Nay, give me leave, and I'le demonſtrate how 


He whocalls thee ſool's as much fool as thou. (they 
Like Trav'lers paſſing through a Wood , when 


Range up and down miffing their ready way, 
Thisto the right, that to the left hand ſtrays, 
One error tools them both, though ſeveral ways, 
And tho thou think'ſt thou'rt »2ad, yet even he 
Is not a jot leſs z:ad that laughs at thee, 
Both to Fool-coats have like propriety. 

There is one ſort of fools that ſtart and quake 
Atthe Chimera's which their fancies make, 
Cries out recks, fire, and water him detain, 
When he is only walking on the plaiz - 
Another which 1s full as mad as he, 

Though in his hx»or he goes contrary, 
Runs through all fire and water, ventures lite, 
Though Father, Mother, Brother, Siſter, Wite, 
Or (which is more) his Miſtris ſhould ſtand by, 
And warn him of the danger he 1s nigh, 
Crying aloud, Take hced; he'ld care no more 
Than F»{w the Ator heretofore ;- 
When he the part of Hecuba did play, . 
And ſhould preſent her {leeping, down he lay, 
D: unk and alleep ; Catien the Player who 

T',, mart of Polidore did allo do, 

| :. cri'd. Mother, 'tis I call you, wake, 
.-tienz could not make 
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Her (tir : I thiok that all the Vulgar be 
In ſeveral humors as ſtark »2ad as he. 
To buy old Statues you ſuppoſe I'm mad, 
But was Dot he that zruſted me as bad ? (ne're 
Hor. May'(t thou now borrow money of me, and 
Pay me a farthing on't agen, if e're 
[ſay thow'rt ad. Can it with madneſs ſtand 
When thou art ſti]l on the receiving hand ? 
But is not that Shop-keeper madder Fur 
Whoſlights a ready-money Cuſtomer, 
And.deals with thee on Cred:t ? tor fuppoſe 
A Debtor ſhould acknowledge that he owes 
A thouſand pounds to's Creator, and ſhou'd 
Give it him under's hand, this is not good 
Nay, if he ſeal a Bill or Bozd for't, or 
Whate're binds Debtor to his Creditor, 
Recognizances, Statues, Morteages, * 
Judgzrents, and Executions, all theſe 
Acunning Knave that knows the £yerks of Law 
Will no more value, than he doesa (traw : 
When you arreſt him he will laugh at all 
Thoſe troubles which on other men betall, 
And thorough all the Cobweb-laws eſcapes, 
Varying his tricks as Protexs did his ſhapes. 
It by the condu@ of affairs we can 
Judg of a mad or of a prudent man, 
Thy Creditor's a Coxcomb, who takes pain 
Towrite in's Books what's ne're croſt out again: 
Some, ſays Stertinizs, hearken; nay, come near, 
And mind what I ſhall tell you, whoſoe're 
Is bya vain and lewd ambition (way'd, 
And he whom fordid avarice has made 
S 2 Look 
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Look like a Skeletox, all thoſe that be 

Given up toa deltrudive luxury, 

To doating ſuperſ{ition are inclin'd, 

Or any ſuch diſtewper of the mind, 

Are all ſtark mad. The M;ſer ſtands much more 

Than other men in need of Helebore : 

I doubt, all that Azticyra produces, 

Was meant by Nature only for their uſes, 

Staberius by his Will his Heirs injoyn'd 

T' engrave on's Tomb what wealth he left behind 

And if they would not do it, he defign'd 

They ſhould a hundred pair of Ferncers find 

To treat the rout, and ſhould provide a Feaſt 

As ſumptuous as if Arizs were their Guelt, 

And as much cory as e're in Africk grew, 

This 1s my will (fays he) what1s't to you, 

Whether 't be well or 11] 2 you will not be 

My Unckles, and leave your eſtates to me. 
Hor.l think Staberizs was a prudent man.(than, 
Dam. What do you think of his great prudent 

When heenjoyn'd his Heirs they ſhould engrave 

Upon his Tomb what monies he did leave 

Behind him? andin all his whole life time 

Thought Pozerty to be the greateſt Crime, 

And abhorr'd nothing more, and if he ſhou'd 

Have d1'd Jets rich, he thought himſelf leſs good. 
« For cvery thing divine and humane too, 

« Vertue, wit, coxiclineſs and honour do 

* Submit their necks to riches ſplendid ſway, 

* Which whoſoever heaps together, may 

Be noble, valiant, juſt, and wi(c; nay, King, 

Or (if 'twere polſtblc) a higher thing : 
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He hop'd by's Wealth to get immortal fame, 
Asif he had by vertxe rais'd the ſame. 
How contrafy was Ariſtippxs mind 
To this ? That great Philoſopher enjoyn'd 
His men to throw his Gold o'th* Lybian (hore, 
Becauſe the weight on't made them tr,vel {lower 3 
Which was the madder of theſe two think you ? 
Hor. I think there's no comparing of thoſe two, 
For that Example ne're prevails with me, 
Which ſLews the truth but by its contrary, (yet 
Dam. Should a man load himſelt with Lytes,and 
Toplay or ing, have neither wil, nor wit : 
Should one that knows not how to make a Shove, 
With Azls and Laſts cramb'd in a Budget go : 
Should one to buying Ships and Anchors tall, 
Who has no skill in Merchandize at all, 
A mad man and a Buzzard he would be : 
Call'd by all people, and deſervedly. 
What difference is there 'twixt theſc and thoſe, 
Who ſtudy Gold and Silver to incloſe, | 
And know not how to uſe the Wealth they gain, 
But from it as from ſacred things retrain ? 
[t one by a huge heap of cor» ſhould ſtand 
Watching all day with a long club in's hand, 
Yet every grain thereof mult let alone, 
Thoughne're ſo hungry, and the corz his own, 
Butrather feeds on bitter barks of trees, 
And for his drink takes Vinegar and Les, 
Though millions of Pipes in's Ce/ar lie 
Of as good wine as c're bleſt taſte or eye, 
And lies in ſtraw in his old age, while all 
His rich attire to moths and worms do fall 
S 3 19 
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To feed on, or to rot in's Cheſt. 'Tis true 
Such menſcem mad but to a very few, 
Becauſe moſt people are as mad as theſe, 
And much afflicted with the ſame diſeaſe. 

Do'lt thou &eard up all thy Eſtate for one 
Who was thy Slave, or is perhaps thy Son, (make 
Whom thou, accurs'd old wretch, thine heir wil 
That hein dri#k may ſpend it for thy ſake ? 
And all left thou ſhould'{t want: How much a day 
Could'tt thon from thy vaſt Treaſure pare away, 
That thou might'ſt feed on good and wholfone 
And wear apparel uſeful, clean and neat? (eat, 

[f thou carſt live in any manner, why 
Do'ſt thou forſwear thy ſelf, and cheat and lye, 
Plunder and filch from others? art thou in 
Thy perfect Senſes? if thou ſhould'ſt begin 
To ſtone the very ſlaves which thou didlt buy, 
That thou art mad, the Boys and Girls would cry. 
It by thy perjury thy guiltleſs wife 
1s by the Jrdg condemn'd to loſe her life, 

That rhou might'ſt getnew Portion with another 
Or it by poiſoz thou deſtroy thy Mother, 
Meerly i obtain her Jointure, how canſt thou 
Be perf=Ct in thy znderſtanding now ? 

This1snot done at Argos, where ſuch things 
Are done, and licenc'd by inhumane Kings : 
Nor as Oreſtes once his Mather flew, 

W hich by her crimes (ſhe had provok'd him to. 
Do'lt thou ſuppoſe the frenzy of his brain 
Seiz'd not till atter he'd his Mother ſlain ? 

Or was he not out of his wits before 

He bath'd his Sword in her aruternal gore 5 
Beſide 
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Beſides fince that he was accounted mad, 

He did no a& reprovable and bad ; 

He ne're attempted Pilades to kill, 

Nor yet Ele@ra ; only he faidill 

To both, and curſt them both, calling her Witch, 

And rail'd at him with all bad Language, which 

From his enraged heart and tongue could flow, 

Utt'ring what gal! and choley ſtirr'd him to. 
Opimizs, that Miſer, was as mad, 

For he did need that money which he had 

Laid up in ſtere, and us'd todrink the baſe 

Vijentan Wine on folemn Holy-days, 

In coarſe Carparian Earthen-pote, and on 

Week:days drunk Wine whoſe taſt and ſpirit's gone. 

This fellow fell into a Letharey, 

And his rejoycing Heir ran preſently, 

And ranſackt all his pockets tor his Keys. 

An honeſt nimble Do@or this Diſeaſe 

Cur in this manner ; firſt he gives command 

Into his room to bring a Table, and 

Upon it all his »oxey out to pour, 

And bring 1n divers men to tell it o're, 

$0 rais'd him preſently out of his fit, 

And gave him this wholſome advice with its 

If thou keep not thy wealth thy ſelf, thine Heirs 

Will ereedily ſeize or't, as if 'twere theirs. 

What, while I am alive ( ſays he) zes (fays 

The Do@or) therefore have a care always, 

That thou may'ſt live, make that thy buneſſtoo:; 

What (ſays the Miſer) would you have me do? 

Your vei#s (the Doftor ſays) will fail, you'l die 

Unleſs with meat and cordials you ſupply 

S 4 Your 
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Your fainting flomach : Nay, there's no delay, 
Come, take this Cordial. Sir, what mult I pay 
For't? (quoth Opimrizs) O (the Dottor cries) | 
This Phyſick's of a very little price. 
How much is that (Opim;xs ſays,) Four pence 
(The Dottor ſaid.) Alas what difference 
(Says this damn'd Miſer) is't whether I die 
Of this diſeaſe, or by their thievery f 

Hor. Who then are in their (enſes ? 

Dam. Thoſe that be 
Not fool;. 

Hor. But what do you ſuppoſe 1s he 
T hat's covetows ? 

Dam. A fool and #1ad man too. 

Hor. Mult he be wiſe that covets not ? 

Dam. No, no, 

Hor. Why (prithee Stoick?) 

Dam. I will tell thee why: 
Suppoſe a Patient in his ſick bedlie; 
This man has not the Plagpe(the DoCtor cries.) 
Is he well therefore? may he ſafely riſe ? 
No (ſays the Doctor) for the man may be 
Atilcted with ſome other malady. 
This man perhaps is not a perjur'd Knave, 
Nur yet a ſordid avaritious Slave, 
Thank his good Stars for that; yet if he be 
O're i77pudent, or elſe ambitions, he 
Is mad and muſt pack to Artycira, 
For what's the adds, whether you throw away 
All your eſtate into the Sea, or not 
Dare to make uſe of that which you have got? 


Opidiu 


IL, BBook II. SATTYRS. 265 


f 


dixs a wealthy perion, who 
Had good old Rents, and at Canuſum two 
Very good Farms, which he 'twixt both his Sons 
At's death divided ( as the ſtory runs ) 
Calling them to his Bed, he rold them thus ; 
finceI've obſerv'd thee (my Tiberixs ) 
Tell o're thy Nuts, and in ſome private place 
To hide thy Play-games with a careful face, 
While thou (my Anlws ) carelefly would'ſt play 
With thine, or loſe them, or give them away 3 
[am afraid leſt madneſs ſhould poſleſs 
The minds of both, though in a different dreſs, 
And make one turn a Prodigal, and other 
re covetoxs, contrary to his Brother 3 
And therefore he did beg of Heaven, that 
One Son might ne're diminiſh his Eſtate, 
Nor t' other his zzcreaſe, but be content 
With that which he had thought fufficient, 
And Nature had contin'd them to; and leſt 
The itch of glory ſhould their minds infeſt, 
He by an oath injoyn'd them, that if e're 
Either of them were Alderman or Mayor, 
fle ſhould b' uncapable to make a Wi, | 
But live like one run mad, or ont-law'd (till. (haſt 
Thou mad man ! wilt thou ſpend what e're thou 
In eifts and 7 Th only that thou may'(t 
Walk on th' Exchanee in ſtate ? or elſe may'lt be 


&t up in Braſs to keep thy memory ? 

When thy Hereditary Lands that fold, 

And ſpent thy Fathers S:lver and his Gold : 
Muſt you forſooth have ſuch applauſes made 
As great Agrippa, Ceſars Kinſman had ? 


Or 
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Or ſhall the Coward Fox, though crafty, date 
With the magnanimows Lion to compare? 

A Country fellow that by chance did meet 
With Agamemnon, ask'd himin the ſtreet, | 
Why (Agamemnon) why did(t thou forbid © 
That Ajax body ſhould be buried ? 
I am a King ( ſaid Agamenmon.) Nay - 
Then (quoth the Clown) I have no more to (yr, 
But my commands were juſt,(the King replies) Th 
Andit to any they ſeem otherwile, \ 
Vle give him free leave to diſcourſe the things, J, . 
The Country Clown repli'd, Greateſt of Kings, 
Heaven grant you may triumphant bring away |}f,y 
Your conquering Navy from the conquer'd Troy, Þ,y 
Propoſe the Queltion (cries the King) and I 
Will give an anſwer to't : Speak. Pray Sir, why | 
(Reply'd the Clown) ſhould that Heroick wighy |; 
Ajax, who was ſo eminent for might, / 
And had ſo oft preſerv'd the Grecians, not Ki 


Second to any but Achilles, rot T1 
Above ground uninterr'd, tuat Priam may, Uh 
And all his battled Trojans laugh, and fay Ar 


He by whoſe hand ſo many Trojans were 
Deni'd their Graves, now wants a Sepulchre. Þ , 
Why not ? (fays Agamemnon) being mad, " 
Did kill a hundred ſheep, and faid he had " 
Kill'd that renowned man Ulyſſes, and P, 
That I and Mereleaxs fell by's hand. Mi 
But when at Azlzs you did baſcly (Jay A 
Your beauteous Daughter, and onthe Alter lay Þ o 
Her body like a Calf tor Sacrifice, 
Vile man (ſaid the Plebeian) were you wile ? an Ir 
it 
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late yy not ? (lays Agamemmon.) Quoth the Clown, 
ry what has Ajax 1n his madneſs done ? 
Et Fe with his Sword kill'd Cattel, but his hand 
rom murthering's wife and children (till abſtain'd; 
rue, he curs'd you and Menelaws too : 
ut to his friend Diſſes he did do 
owrong : Nor yet to Teucer (lays the King) 
t I my Navy from the Shore might bring, 
) ihe Gods with blood I wilely pacifi'd. 
Vad King ! it was your own (the Clown reply'd.) 
"SB Yes (quoth the King)with my own blood,” tis true, 
'S Fn which I did no a&# of madneſs ſhew; (bad 
«Who falſe things (fays the Clown )with true,and 
"With good, together huddles, is (tark mad ; 
h And whether it be out of folly done, 
"R$ Orrage, and madneſs, ſtil] the thing is one : 
F 4ax 1n killing harmleſs ſheep as mad, 
And you in aRing your great crime was bad 3 
Killing your guiltleſs Daughter to appeaſe, 
Thoſe vain imaginary Deities ; 
Upon deliberation too ; is your heart well 
And pure, when as it did with paſiion (well ? 
If any 1n a Coach about ſhould bear 
A hne white Lamb, and garments for't prepare 
Asfor a Lady, furniſh it with money 
And Servants, call it his dear, duck, and honey, 
Providea Musband for't ; the Magiſtrate 
Muſt ſerze upon this Lynaticks Eſtate, 
Andthen the (Zuardianſpip of him commit 
' | To the next Kinof his who has more wir. 
But what it one his Daughter Sacrifice 
h Inſtead of a mute Lamb, is that man wile ? 
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No man will ſay't; and therefore whereſoe're 
Is vitious folly, madneſs too 1s there ; 

And he's a mad man who is given to vice, 
That fool whom brittle Hononr does intice, 

Is ſo tranſported with the various ſound 


Of Drums and Trumpets,that his brains turn round, 


Now as to Luxury, reaſon doth ſhew, - 
That fooliſh Prodigals are mad men too : 
There's Nomentanys, who as foon as ere 
He had receiv'd a thouſand pounds, which were 
Lett him by's Father, he proclaimed ſtraight 
The Fowler and the Fiſherman (hould wait 
Upon his Worthip, and all Tradeſwex come 


And bring their wares next morn to him at home; 


Bauds, Pimps, Buffoons, and all that impious crue 


Ot ſhirking Tradeſmern,which young Squires undo, 


What follow'd then ? They inſtantly appear 

With their Commodities from far and near. 

Tac Baud being at Rhetorick the beſt, 

Makes a ſet Speech at th” inſtance of the reſt ; 

May it pleaſe you, (quoth ſhe) whatſoe're 

T or my Brethren have at home, or here, 

Is at your [ervice, ſend for't when you pleaſe. 
Now mark the filly anſwer which to theſe 

The younker gives; Poor Huntſman thou da'ſt go 

In keavy Boots, and watch all night in th' Snow, 

And for my Supper bring'ſt a Boar to me: 

Thou Fiſherman in the tempeſtuous Sea 

Tak'ſt me a Diſh of excllent Fiſh, while I 

CGlutted with wealth and ſloth ſupmely lie, 

QOunworthy ſuch a Fortune to poſjeſs; 

Your merits nmſt make my great fortune leſs; 
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Tau Huntſman, there's a hundred pounds for you , 
Here Fiſberman, take you a hundred too 3 

Pimp, for thy Wives ſake, take 4 tripple Jum, 

For if 1 ſend at mid-night ſhe will come. 

A&Jop the Players Son, that Prodigal 
In his luxurious pranks, out-ranted all ; 
fepluck'd a Pearl out of his Doxies ear, 

Which when he had diflolv'd in Vinegar, 

He quaffs it at a draught, as who ſhould ſay, 
(Dams me) I drink a thouſand pounds a day. 
Had he been madder if he'd thrown away 
The Pearl into the Bog-houſe or the Sea ? 

Thoſe Sons of Arrizs who were arrant Twins 

I luxury, toys, love, and ſuch vain fins; 

No food upon thoſe Gallants Tables came, 

But Nightingals which could ſing Walſngham. 
How (hall I rank them, *mong the wile, or no ? 
Maſt they to th* Senate, or to Bedlam go? 

If one who wears a Beard ſhould make Dirt pies, 
Or pleaſe himſelf with Chariots drawn with Mice, 
Or ride a Hobby-horſe, or at Puſh-pin play, 

Who would not ſwear his wits were fled away ? 

It reaſon does convince us that to fall 
lLove, is the moſt childiſþ thing of all ; 

And there's no difference it thou play 'ſt with dirt, 
And ſuch vain toys (as when a ch:/d thou wert) 
And now thou'rt grown a man thou do'lt adore, 
And whine and vex for ſome fair cratty Whore, 

Pray tell me, can you do like Polemen 
Who being drunk, run with a Garland on 
[nto the School of grave Xenocrates, 

With Riboxs, Cuſhions, Hankerchiefs ; all theſe 
He 
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He privately took off and threw away x 
When he heard what that temperate man did fay; il 
And grew a grave man from a Cock-brain'd fool, Ko 
So that he did ſucceed himin that School, 

If you ſhould offer toa froppiſh Boy 
An Apple, he'ld refuſe't ; andif you ay, 
Takeit (my pretty Child ) he will deny ; 
But if you do not give it him, he'l cry. 

A puling Lover's ſuch another Afs, 
Who being ſhut out by his cunning Laſs, 
Hankers about the door : What hall I do, 
(Thinks he) ſhall I return to her or no? 
And though he a#irvited would have gone, 
Yet when by her he is but call 'd upon; 
Shall I go now (fays he)or rather find 
Some way to eaſe the troubles of my mind ? 
Shut out ! and ſtraight call'd in! and ſhall I go? Fand 
It ſhe ſhould beg her heart out, Fd ſay, No; Tha 

Parmeno was much wiſer, though'a Slave, Fs 
Maſter (ſays he ) thoſe things which neither bave Ti y 
Reaſon nor meaſure, are not fit to be I 
Dealt with by Rule, and rationality, duc 
In that vain toy call d Love, theſe miſchiefs are, PJTha 
War, Peace, ill-grounded peace, and groundlefs war; 


If any man ſhould ſtrive to fix and ſtay | 1 
Thoſe things which by their nature will away ; im 
This way and that by every wind are blown, þ 
And on blind Fortunes waves toſt up and down, Jt 
He does as ill, and is as much a fool, Five 
As if he would be mad by art and rule. «0 


When thou do#ſt laugh becauſe a kernel hits J*lf 
Thy Chambers roof, art thou in thy right wits # *0 
A 


'Y| 
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d when thou do'ſt thy M:ſtris entertain 


ay; {ith Childrens prattle which cannot ſpeak plain, 
ol, Wow canſt thou poſſibly be thought more wiſe 


2 


is) 


ſhan little Children are, which make Dirt pies ? 
ow to all Lovers follies add the guilt 
ff all the blood which has by them been ſpilt, 
oth of themſelves and others, with the Sword 
lettheir devouring fooliſh Fire be ſtirr'd. 
Was it not ſtoutly done of Marizs e who 
ſt his own Miſtris, then his own ſelf ſlew : 
a he not frantick? or wilt thou acquit 
fim of that crime, of being out of's wit, 
But of great wickedreſf wilt him accule, 
Togive nick: names to things as people uſe? 
There was an old man in the morn would go 
faſting about the ſtreets with hands waſht too 3 
and to the Gods he'1d vehemently pray, 
That he might ne're by Death be ta'ne away, 
Tis ſmall thing to you, ye Gods (quoth he) 
To give to one man Immortality. 
If any Maſter were about to ſell 
Such men for Slaves, and ſhould the Byyer tell 
That they were perſons perfect and complete, 
Unleſs h* except their minds, he is a Cheat. 
This ſort of people does Chryſippes place 
among the fools innumerable race, 
A ſuperſtitious Mother, whoſe young Son 
vick of a 2uartan lay, as he had done 
five months at leaſt, to Jupiter did pray ; 
*Oh Jove, who pains do'lt ſend and take away, 
*It this poor Child of mine may be (quoth ſhe) 
*Once from this ſhivering 2»artax Ague free, 
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* On the next day thou do'ſt a faſt command, I Wh 
* Pth* morn in Tyber he ſhall naked ſtand. And 

Now when the Doctor, or good luck (thatY Do 
Did to his former health this Boy reſtore (more Wh 
His doating Mother, by her Zeal beguil'd, Wil 


Into the River put her Fev riſh Child 3 Wit 
Whoſe coldneſs did the Fever bring again, f 
So ſhe her Son, which ſhe would fave, hath ſlain: B\ o 
But how came (he ſo much out of ker wits? One 


Hor. Perhaps ſhe's troubled with Rel7g:ows Fir. Y Thi 
Dam. Stertinixs, that eighth Wiſe man, told oe All 


This as a friend, that I might armed be, Was 
When any man hereafter call'd me mad, The 
T in revenge might ſay, he is as bad; Fro 


And teach him to look back, that he might find I Th 
That unknown part o'th' bag which hangs behind. Un 

Hor, After thoſe lofſes which thou did(t ſuſtain Fo 
May'(t thou ſell every thing for ſo much gain; (Ti 


Bur prithee tell me, Stoick, to what kind Th 
Ot madneſs do'ſt thou think I am inclin'd, Ad 
(! : there are ſeveral ſorts) but I ſuppoſe, Wt 
1] 1+ I am free from ev'ry one of thoſe. s 


Dam,When up and down the ſtreets Agave bore Tet 
Her poor Childs Head which ſhe cut off before, Flo 
Did ſhe conceive that ſhe was wad, (think you?)Flk 

Hor. Well, Im a fool, I muſt confeſs, *tis true; || | 
Nay, I'm »a4too ; but (piithee ) let me know || : 
What kind of madneſs Pm addicted to. 

Dam.Vle tell theezFirſt,thou haſt a by3{ding brain, YTh 
Next,though thou'rt but an Urchin, thou would'tJT 
Appear a proper Fcllow : Thou laugh'(t at (tany . 
That little Fencer Tirbo's ſtrutting gate ; 
When 
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| I When he's in Arms, with what a ſpirit he goes, 
nd art not thou as much ridiculows 2 
hat Do'ſt thou conceive 'tis fit for thee to do = 
ore What e're Mecenas power prompts him to ? 
Wilt thou who art ſo much below him, dare 
With ſuch an exzinezt perſon to compare ? 
A careleſs Calf by chance did tread upen 
in; {4 neſtof young Frogs, when the o/d was gone 5 
0nethat eſcap'd did to his Daz? deClare, 
Fit, That by a huge great beaſt her young ones were 
| neÞ All trrod upon and kill'd. How big was he 2 
Was he as big as I am now £ (quoth ſhe: ) 
Then ſwell'd her ſelf. Bigger by half (repli'd 
Frog junior.) What thus much — bigger (cri'd 
d FTheBeldame Frog, and ſtill ſhe did twell on, 
ind. Until at laſt, Oh Mother ! (fays the Son ) 
tain Forbear your ſwelling, for you cannot be 
3 I (Though you ſhould burſt your ſelf”) as big as be © 
This picture very much reſembles you. 
Add Poetry to all thy madneſs now, 
Which mixt with other Vzces, is the fame, 
Asif thou ſhould'ſt pour O01 into the flame : 
ore letif a Poet had been ever known 
re, Yo be a ſober fellow, thou art one ; 
u?)Bllenot ſpeak of thy horrid cholerickreſs 
e; | Hor. Hold (prithee Stoick) hold. 
# | Dam. Nor of thy dreſs 
That's ſo phantaſtical, and ſo above 
ain gThy Purſe and Quality 3 nor of thy love 
1dFT'a thouſand werches and a thouſand boys : 
tan} Hor, Good Damaſipprs follow thine own toys. 
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,-d now for ſhame my peccadillo's ſpare, 
Which no proportion with thy Vices bear, a 
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A Charader of a Belly-god. 
CATIUS and HORACE. 6] 


Hor. «| 

Hence Brother Catius, and whither bowl f« | 

0 faſt f 6 

Cat. Oh, Sir, you muſt excuſe me, I'min haſte, N«( 

T dine with my Lord Mayor, and cann't allow | 
Time for our eating DireQory now, «| 
Though I muſt needs confeſs I think my Rales | 
Would prove Pythagoras and Plato fools. «] 
Hor. Grave Sir, 1 muſt acknowledge 'tis a crim I «( 
To interrupt at ſuch a nick of time 3 Kg 
Tit ſtay a little Sir, it is no ſin % | 
You re to ſay Grace e're Dinner can begin ; «g 
Since you at food ſuch Virtuoſo are, J; 
Some Precepts to an hungry Poet ſpare. «( 
Cat. I grant you Sir,next pleaſure ta'ne in cating} 

Is that (as we docall it) of repeating; «F 
I ſtill have K7tchin-Syſtems 10 my mind, 
And from my Stomachs fumes a brain well lind. I «7 
Hor. Whence, pray Sir, learnt you theſe ingenious «7 
From one at home, or hir d from forein parts £ (ants *7 
Cat.No names Sir(T beſeech you)that's toul play*s, 


Wene're name Authors, only what they ſay. R «B 
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1. * For Eggs chuſe long, the round are out of 
«Unfavory and diſtaſteful to the Nation, (faſhion 
_*Ere fince the brooding Rymp they're addle too, 

«*Inthe long Egg lies Cock-a-doodle-do. 

2. * Chule Coleworts planted on a foilthat's dry, 
«Even they're worſe for th' wetting (verily !) 

3- © If Friend from far ſhall come to viſit, then 
$ay thou would(t treat the wight with mortal Her, 
«Don't thou forthwith pluck off the cac&k/ing head, 
*And impale Corps on Spit afſoon as dead; 

«For ſo ſhe will be toygh beyond all meaſure, 

wi * And Friend ſhall make a trouble of a pleaſure ; 
"Steept in good wire let her her life ſurrender, 

> F*Othen ſhe'l eat moſt admirably tender. (belt 

4. * Muſiromes that grow in Meadows are the 

*For ought I know there's poiſo#: in the reſt, 

5. * He that would many happy Summers ſee, 

 F*Let him eat Mulberries freſhoff the Tree, 

mJ *Cather'd before the Sun's too high, for theſe” 
*Shall hurt his ſtomach leſs than Cheſtire Cheele. 

6. * Aufidins (had you done ſo't had undone ye) 
*$weetned his Mornings-draughts of Sack, with _ 
*Buthe did ill to empty veins to give (Howey, 
 |*Corroding Potion for a Lenitive. 

wy 7. «If any man to drizk do thee inveiglein, 
*Firſt whet thy whiſtle with ſome good Metheglir:. 

\. | 8. * If thou art boxrd, and in continual doubr 

1d. J*Thou ſhalt getno more in till ſome get out, 

1% The Myſcle or the Cockle will unlock 

a *Thy bodies traxk,, and give a vetit to mock, 

la *Some ſay that Sorrel ſteept in Wine will do, 

 I*Buttobe fureputin ſome Alves too. 

Fo | T 2 g. * All 
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9. * All Shellfiſh (with the growing Moor in fÞ | 
« Areever when ſhe fills her Orb the beſt (creaſe,)ſſ«y 
*« But tor brave Oyſters, Sir, exceeding rare, j 
« They are not to be met with every where; 3 
« Your Wall-fleet Oyſter no man will prefer 
« Before the juicy Graſs-green Colcheſter ; «8 
« Hungerford Craw-fiſh match me if you can, «Þ 
« There's no ſuch Crawler in the Ocean. (thinkY«j 
Io. * Next for your Suppers, you (it may be)fþ | 
« There goes no more to't, but jult eat and drink;|«y 
* Bur let me tel] you Sir, and tell you plain, «Y 
© To dreſs 'um well requires a man of Brain; fg 
« His palat mult be quick, and ſmart, and ſtrong I} ,; 
&* For Sauce, a very Critick inthe tongue. (bell ſ«7 
11, © He that pays dear for F:ſh,nay thoughth 
« May pleaſe his Fiſhmonger more than his Queſt, «7 
« lt he be 1gnorant what Sauce 1s proper, 12 
* There's Machiavel in th' menage of a Supper. sf, 
12, *For Swines- fleſh, give me'that of the Willey 
« Purſu'd and hunted all the Foreſt o're, (Bmrfj«y 
«He to the liberal Oak ne're quits his love, 2 
* And when he finds no Acorns, grunts at Jove; B*R 
« The Hampſhire Hog with Peaſe and Whey thatiÞ«T 
« Sti'd up, is neither good alive nor dead. (felffcy, 
13. * The tendrels of the Vine are Sallads goods a 
«If when they are in ſeaſon underſtood. «| 
14. * If Servant to thy Board a Rabbet bring «1 
«* Be wiſe, and in the fir(t placecarvea wing. ÞR 
I5. * When Fiſh and Fowl are right,and atjuſ 4 
« A feeders cxrioſity Vaſſwage, (29ÞT} 
«* If any ask, Who found the Myſtery ? 2 
« Let hin enquire no farther, I am he. 
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16. * Some fanſie Bread out of the Over hot, 


ale, 0 Variety's the Gluttons happieſt lot. 
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17. © Ir's not enough the Wire you have be pure, 
«But of your Oil as well you ought be ſure. 
18. *If any fault be in thy generows Wine, 
*Fetit abroad all night, and "twill refine, 
«But never ſtrein't, nor let it paſs through linner, 
*WVize will be worle for that as well as Women. 
19. * The Vzntner that of Malaga and Sherry 
*With damn'd ingredients patches up Canary, 
«With Segregative things, as Pigeons Eggs 
*Straight purifies, and takes away the dregs, (caſe 
20. *An ore-charg'd (tomach roaſted Shrimps will 


bel;F*The cure by Lettuce is worſethan the diſcale. 


21. © To quicken appetite it will behove ye 
iTofeed couragiouſly on good Anchovy. 

22.* Weſtphalia Ham, and the Bolognia Sawlage 3 
*for ſecond or third courſe will clear a paſſage, 
"But Lettuce after meals! Fie on't! the Glutton 
*Had better feed upon Ram-Ally- Mutton. (tage, 

23. Twere worth ones while in Palace orin Cot- 
*Right well to know the ſundry ſorts of pottage 3 
*There is your French Pottage, Nativity Broth, 
"Vet that of Fetter-lane exceeds them both 3 

About a limb of a departed Typ, 

*There may you ſee the green Herbs boiling up, 


10g B*And Fat abundance o're the Furnace float, 


t jut 
(3 


Reſembling Whale.Oil in a Green-land Boat. 

24. * The Kentiſh Pippin's beſt, I dare be bold, 
'That ever Blue-cap Coſtard-monger (old. 

23. * Of Grapes, I like the Raiſmrs of the Sur 3 

I was the firſt immortal Glory won, 
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* By mincing Pickle. Herrings with theſe Raiſon; 
* And Apples : *twas I ſet the world agazing, 
* When oncethey taſted of this Hogan Fiſh, 
*« Pepper and Salt Enamelling the Diſh. (matter, 
26. *'Tis ill to purchaſe great Fiſh with great 
** And then to ſerve it up in ſcanty Platter UI 
* Nor 1s it leſs unſeemly ſome believe, 
* From Boy with greaſe fiſt Drink to receive; || By 
* But the Cnp foul within is enough to make Þ| As 
* A ſqueamiſh creature puke, and turn up ſtomach |} WI 
27.*Then Brooms,& Napkins,& the Flandertile, Þ * 
« Theſe muſt be had too, or the Feaſt you ſpoil, || (T 
« Things little thought on, and not very dear, I Tc 
* And yet how much they coſt oneina year! NW 
28. * Would'(t thou rub Alabaſter with hand * 
« Or ſpread a Diaper cloth on dirty Table # (fabk, | H 
* More coſt, more worſhip : Come be A-la-mode, || (! 
* Embelliſh Treat, as thou would'(t do an Ode, I At 
Hor. O learned Sir, how greedily I hear 
This elegant Diatriba of good chear /! C 
Now by all that's good, by all provant you love, |} * 
By fturdy.Chine of Beef, and mighty Jove, _ 
I do conjure thy gravity, let me ſee 
The man that made thee this diſcovery 3 
For he that ſees th! Orginal's more happy 
Than him that draws by an ill-favour'd Copy 3 
O bring me to the man I ſo admire |! 
The Flint from whence brake forth theſe ſparks of fit 
- What ſatisfa@ion would the Viſion bring ? 
If ſweet the ſtream, much ſweeter is the ſpring. 
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Ms SATY K& V. By A. B. 
A way to grow Rich. 
ter, ULYSSES and TIRESIAS. 


Ul. all that thou haſt told me heretofore, 
Prithee, Tireſ/as, add this one thing more 
3 [By what deſigns and means may I now be 
e I} As wealthyas I have been formerly ? 
ak. | Why do'lt thou laugh ? 
tile, } Trr. Is't not enough, that thou 
I, | (Thou crafty Fellow) art reſtored now 
| To [thaca, and do'(t thy Gods behold, 
Which thy progenitors ador'd of old ? 
n&8 71. Oh, thou wrerring Prophet, do but ſee 
ble, How naked I'm return'd, how beggerly, 
e | (As thou fore-told'ſt) my Cloſets rifled all, 
 Þ And that Eſtate which I my own could call, 
Fall conſum'd by thoſe Ga/arts that lay 
Courting my Wife, while I have been away 3 
* An honeſt man, and of a Noble houſe, 
* If poor, is no more valu'd than a Louſe. 
Tir. Well then, ſince poverty affrights thee ſo, 
In brief P'le tell thee how thou rich ſhalt grow : 
If any friend ſend thee a brace of Pheſants, 
Orany other rarities for preſents, | 
To thy next wealthy neighbour, if he's old, 
fir, | Send them away, ſo they're not given, but ſold : 
And if thy Garden, or thy Feld bring forth 
g. | Melons, or any other Fruits of worth, 
Send to ſome wealthy man a taſte e're thou 
Do'lt any of it tothy Lar allow 3 
YR T 4 « Fox 
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&« For in this age our muck-admiring Elves Urbe 


&« Adore rich men more than the (3ods themſelves. 
Though perjur'd Rogues,ignobly born and bred, 
Murther'd their Brothers, and their Country fled, 
Yet wait upon them when they do command, 
Andlet them always have the pper- hand. 
QI. What ? Shall I give the wall to ſuch a baſe 
Inferior Raſcal as old Damon was ? 
AtTreylI ever ſcorn'd it, there did I 
Contend with Great ones. 
Tir. Thou'lt a Beggar die. (theſe, 
Ol. This heart will ſtoutly bear ſuch things s 
T haveendurd far greater in my days: 
But prithee, learned Doctor, tell me how 
{ may get heaps of Gold and Silver now. 
Tir. I'vetold thee, and Ile tell it thee again, 
T hou art a fel/ow of a ſubtle Brain 3 
Enquire what old Rich men arelike to die, 
Obſerve their hxmours, keepthem company, 
Ply them with Preſents ſtill, that thou may 'lt be 
Nam'd in their Wil/s an Heir, or I egatee ; 
And if perhaps one or two ſubtle men 
Nible the bait, and ſtraight whip oft agen. 
And ſcape thy hook, and thou art cheated fo, 
Do not deſpair, nor yet thy art forgo. 
Next, if there be a Law-ſuit great or (mall, 
Thar (ide that's rich, and has no Child at all 
Be for, though wnretain'd, and let thy tongue 
Beat down his Adverſary, right or wrong 
Be the man ne're ſo honeſt, and the ſuit 
Never ſo juſt, or of ſo good repute, 
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he has Children, or a Wife that may 
rs him Children, throw his Cauſe away. 
But ſay to thy rich childleſs Client ; Sir, 
May't pleaſe your Worſhip, or your honour | (for 
«Titles of Honour, and ſuch terms as theſe, 
* Do Mortals tender ears molt ſtrangely pleaſc,) 
'Tis not your money, but your vertues have 
Made me your friend, your ſervant, nay your ſlave 3 
[know the Riddles of the Law, and can 
Manage your Suits 5 and Þ'le give any man 
Leave to pluck out mine Eyes, if ever he 
(an cheat or fool you, leave your Cauſe to me 5 
Tletake ſuch care that you ſhan't loſe a groat, 
Nor yet be lawght at ;, bid him take no thought, 
But away home to's Country-houſe, and there 
His mind and body both repoſe and chear | 
Orelſe do thou thy ſelf turn Advocate, 
And from thy Chet never ceaſe to prate : 
Endure the ſcorching heat, the piercing cold, 
And then thou ſhalt the gazing Clown Lehold 
Jogging with's Elbow thoſe that next him ſtand, 
ot, look (layshe) how he endures it, and 
How eagerly he pleads there for his friends, 
Sure be has all the Law at's Fingers ends : 
The Fiſh will come in ſhoales then to be caught, 
And thou may'(t fill thy Net at every draught. 
Or if a rich man have an only Son 
Lies dangerouſly ſick and drawing on, 
ben't too officiows to th* old man, leſt he 
Thy purpolethrough thy dzligence ſhould ſee, 
But gently ſcrze thy (elf into him, and 
Get thy ſelf writ down, Heir at ſecond hand, 


That 
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That if to's Child any diſaſter come, and 
Thou next in order may'(t ſupply his room; Wil 
'Tis ten to one but this deze: will take, Not 
And ſo hisgreat Eſtate thine own thou'lt make, Jynl 

If one defire thee to perule his WH, But 
Seem to deny't, thruſt it away, but ſtill His 
Soas to glance thine eye on it, and ſee The 
What Legacies, and who's the Legatee ; Det 
Let thy quick eye run all the Paper o're, He 


Whether thou'rt Hezr alone, or joyn'd with more. | Of 

Ofttimes an o're-grown crafty Scrivener, which | W! 
By being in Offices grows wile and rich, My 
; Gann, next kindred of th' expected pelf, Bu 
Leaves the right Heir out, and puts in himſelf, Þ| Th 
Makes him both needy and ridiculous too, Fir 
(As HEſops Fox did ſerve the gaping Crow.) | Bu 

Ul. Art thou inſpir'd ? or do'ſt thou go about | | 
On purpoſe with theſe ridlizg words, to flout I T! 


And to delude me?-—— W 

Tir. No, Leartes Son ! H 
Whate'reI ſay, will, or will not be done; \W 
For great Apo//o hath beſtow'd on me T 
This admirable kxackof Propheſſe. T 


Q). If it be lawful then, prithee unfold A 
The meaning of this Fable which th'haſt told. 

Tir. The time ſhall come when our young Ew j| E 
Who does derive his Royal Pedigree (peror,te | A 
From the Divine Azeas, at whoſe beck [ 
The ſturdy Parthians ſhall fubmit their Neck, | L 
And he ſhall grow ſo greatby Seaand Land, þ 
All Princes elſe ſhall ſtoop at his command : 
Some crafty Courtier, as Coranus was, / 


Shall have a mind t' a handſom ſtrapping Laſh P 
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nd wed that Dog Naſica's Daughter, who 

Will not a Groat on him with her beſtow, 

Nor yet will put her off at any rate, 

tnleſs to one that has a vaſt Eſtate : 

But here's the cheat, he bids th'old man read o're 
His Will, which ſubtly was contriv'd before. 
The griping ſave thinking he has his end, 

Denies to view the Will, and does pretend 

He aim'd not at the Wealth, but to have one 

Of Honour and of Merit to his Sor. 

What need | ſtand gazing on's Will (thinks he) 
My Daughter muſt have all whate're it be : 

But being much intreated, does peruſe 

The Will at laſt, and after divers views, 

Finds nothing is bequeath'd to him or his, 

But even to hang himſelf, or mourn for this. 

One thing moreI would have thee mind;where 
Thou of an old rich doating man do'ſt hear, (e're 
Who's govern'd by his Serving-mar, or by 
His crafty Wench ;, joyn in ſociety 
With thoſe, and praiſe them to their Maſter, fo 
Tohim behind thy back they'l praiſe thee too : 
This trick will help thee much 3 but nothing can 
Avail ſo much as working on th' old man, 

It he writes Verſesne're ſo like an Aſs, 

Extol them to the skies; and if he has 

A mind t' a Wench, ſend thy Penelope ; 

Do't of thine own accord ; be ſure that he 
Don't ask thee for her ; freely her preſent, 
And wiſh ſhe may to's Worlhip give content. 

Ul. D' youthink my Wife, who is ſo vertuous 
And modeſt, who fo {toutly did oppoſe 
5s 
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So many ſuitors, and continued chaſt, 
Will be {educ'd to anothers luſt at laſt ? (treat, 
Thr. Tney'd little Souls, and knew not hoy tg 
Nor to preſent a Lady that's ſo great : 
Theirs was but Kitchin love, they did deſire 
To fill their Bees, not to flake their fire ; 
So thy Penelope continued chaſte ; 
If ſhe of oneold man but once ſhould taſte, 
$he'ld ſhare the gains with thee, and ceaſe no more 
Than Dogs from Sheep, when they've kill d ſheep 
Nay wonder not at this that I have told, (betore, 
I found it all too true when I grew old. 
A damn'd old Hag who did at Thebes die, 
Order'd this Funeral Solemnity 
By her laſt Will; her body ſhe would have 
Anointed o're with Oil, and to her Grave 
She order'd him who was to be her Heir, 
On's naked Shoulders her oil'd Corps to bear, 
And if by th' ſlipprineſs he let her fall, 
What e'reſhe left, he was to forfeit all : 
He while ſhe liv'd, did (I believe) pretend 
Great love to her, ſhe'ld have it without end. 
Walk warily, and ſee thou be not found 
Wanting in duty, nor too much abound ; 
To ſickly men, and ſuch as are moroſe, 
A prating fellow is moſt tedious. 
Yet ſullen filence atfe not at all, 
But Davxs-like be ſomething Comical, 
Thy head on one fide lean'd, as if he were 
A man of whom thou ſtood'(t in mighty fear : 
Be very dutiful, and if the Air 
Blow ne're fo little, bid him have a care 
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Of his moſt precious terder head, and when 
He's in a croud, get him ſtraight out agen, 
And with both ſhoulders thruſt aſide all thoſe 
Who do his eafie coming out oppole. 

And when he falls totalking, bow thine ear 
If bis own praiſes he delights to hear, 

Ply him with high Excomnmy, and fill 

Him Bladder-like with ſwelling words, until 
Helifts both hands up to the very skies 3 

An honeſt ſervant ! 'tis enough, he cries. 

And when at length thou by his death ſhalt be 
From this great care and tedious ſervice free, 
And being broad awak'd ſhalt hear it read, 
Ulyſſes quarter-heir to him that's dead, 

Then with a loud voice cry 3 And is he gone, 
What ? Have Tloſt my dear Companion £2 
Where now ſhall I another Patron find, 
Who's of ſo juſt and of ſo ſtout a mind ? 
Nay weep a little, if thou can(t, 'tis good 
Thy inward joy ſhould not be underſtood. 

And if th' zterrment ſhould be left to thee, 
beſure thou do't with pomp and decency 
The Nezghbours all about will celebrate 
A Funeral that's manag'd ingreat ſtate. 

It one of th' oldeft Cobeirs chance to be 
Infirm in's body, or cough dangeroutlly, 

Apply thy ſelf to him, tell him he ſhall 

Buy what to thy ſhare by the Will does fall; 
Whether 't be Houſe or Ground, tell him thy mind 
Is more to Money than to Land inclin'd. 

But _— recalls me to my Cell, 

I muſt obey and go 3 Live long, Farewel. 
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SATYR VI. By Sir R. F. 


He ſaith he lives content with what he hath, and yi. 
ſhes no more. Then compares the Commodities 
the eaſe he enjoys inthe Countrey, with the diſcon- 
modities of buſineſſes and troubles which accomps. 
ny the City life. 


'T Tt was my wiſh, A moderate ſcope of Land, 
A Garden with a plenteous Spring at hand: 
And to crown theſe a plump of trees : Heaven gave 
Better than thisz *'Tis well, no more l crave 
Good Mercury, make but theſe things endure; 
If neither by ill ways I did procure, 
Nor by ill ways ſhall waſte them : if I ſcape 
Longings : Oh that yon Nook, which doth miſhap: 
My Field, were added! O that I might find 
A pot of Gold! as (Hercules to friexd ) 
He did, who hir'd to delve anothers ground, 
Bought the ſame Land he digg'd with what he found: 
If whatTI havepleaſe me : if thou incline, 
When I pray, Make my Flock, and all that's mine 
Fat, but my wit :, and as th'aſt ever done, (flow 
Stand my great Guardian, Therefore (when being 
Out of Rowes Cage into the Woads, I put 
Diſcourſes in rough Verle, and horſe my Foot) 
Nor Fevers kill me, nor Ambitions itch, 
Nor ſickly Autumns making Sextons rich. 
FATHER MATUTE : or Janus ('f that ſtyle 
Aﬀed thee more) from whom their births, and toil, 
According tothe Julian year men date, 
With thee I auſpicate my work, When R___ 
ou 
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Thou thy ſelf hurrieſt me away to Roxe 


To be a ſurety : Quick, leſt ſome one come 
ore, that's more officiows ; Rain, or Blow, 
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And though the Colds ſhrink day to nothing, go 
[muſt : and efter, wreſtle through a Croud,, 
And crack my _ tundo my ſelf aloud : 
[jure who e're is flower. Name of Mars ! 

What meax you £ whoſe Solicitor £ Thus curſe 
Thoſe men, upon whoſe CornsI tread) O ! you 
Haiſting to ſerve Mxcenas, care not who 

Toy run ore. Ile nerelie; this grieves menot : 
Tis Muſick. But anon, whenlT have got 
Equilias miſty Top, thouſand. affairs 

0t other men flie buzzing 1n mine ears, 

And ſting me back and Gless Roſciue requeſts 
To morrow, too, you'd help him ith ks 4 

The Secretaries pray you'd not forget 

4 buſineſs that concerns the Publick , Great. 

And new, to day : flay Quintus, get this Bill 


| Sier'd by Mzcenas : If I can Twill. 


Nay, thou canſt do't; and preſſes me. 'Tisnow 
Aleven years paſt, Mecengs doth allow 
Me of his family, only C adviſe 
Whom he ſhould take into his Coach in journeys, 
To whom commit his Meddals: What's a Clock ? 
Which Fencer will beat (think'ſt thou) or which 
Tis a hard Froſt: Wil't bear another Coat? (Cock? 
With ſuch like trifles as are ſafely put 
la leaking ears- This Prentiſhip have 1 
Serv'd under Exvy's laſh, more and more daily, 
Our Friend Bowl'd with Mxcenas th'other day, 
I, and they ſate together at the Play : 

(Some 
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(Some men have Fortune!) Blows there through Jy 
the ſtreet, Fa 

A bleak news from the Changeeſtraight all I meet; {Fc 

Good man : (for thou be near the Gods muſt know) fe 

Do'ſt hear ought of the Datians ? In ſooth, No. In 

Thow'lt ne're leave jeering. Hang me if I do. 

The Lands then which the Emperor promis'd to 

The Souldiers in SICILIA, ſhall they be 

Allotted to them, or in [taly ? 

Swearing, I nothing know : Web, Go thy ways 

For a deep pit of ſecreſie! and gaze. 

Mean while my Taper waſtes: ſcarce time to pray; 

O Fields, when ſhall I ſee you? O, when may 

I, roul'd in Books, or lull'd in ſleep and eaſe, 

Opium life's cares with ſweet forgetfulneſs? 

When ſhall I taſte the Pythagorearn Bean 

With fav'ry Broth, and Bacon without lean? 

O nights, and ſuppers of the Gods, which I 

And mine, conſume in my own Family ; 

Where my Clowns, born within doors , tear the 
Feaſt 

I taſted to them; where the lawleſs gueſt 

Dries the unequal Cups, as his Complexion 

Asks ſoaking ſhowres, or moderate refe&ion. 

Then talk we not of buying Lands, nor School 

Other menslives : nor whether Czſar's Fool 

Dance well, or not: But things of more concern, 

Are our diſcourſe, and which men ought to lea: 

Whether to happineſs do more conduce 

Vertueor Wealth? if we our Friends ſhould chuſe $4 

For ends, or honeſty. What's underſtood ly 

Truly by Goods ? and which is the chief good L "a 

J 
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upbB)y Neighbor Cerviss, interweaves his old 
fables, as thus : Aurelizs wealth extoll'd, 
ect; (Forgetting with what cares it tortures him) 
w) J[etell you a Tale (quoth he:) Once on a time; 
le Conntrey Monſe receiv'd in her poor houſe, 
antient and good friend the City Mouſe ; 
inighty Huſwife, and exceeding nich, 
I4 free in way of Hoſpitality. 
| [bort, the Chick-peaſe ſie had laid for board, 
nd unthraſht Oats ſhe ſets upon the Board, 
rings ſcraps of Bacon in ber month, and dry 
raj: Bboley 3 deſiring with variety 
5 [Haditbeen poſſable ) to have o'recame 
[he ſtately niceneſs of the City-dane. 
When the good Wife her ſclf on ber Straw-bed, 
(Luving the beſt) on Chaff and Acorns fed. 
length, her gueſt : Friend, how canſtthou indure 
olvein this Rock-fide, moapt and obſcure ? 
lild Woods preferr'{t thou to a Town,and Men? 
' the Come go with me. Since all ſhall die, and when 
ego, our Mortal ſouls refolve to duſt, 
ve happy whilſt thou may'(t, as one that muſt 
nothing a while hence.” Draws by this ſpel, 
[he Country Mouſe 5kips lightly from her Cell, 
nd both their way unto the City keep, 
mging by night over the walls to creep : 
ind xow 'twas midnight, and her foot each ſets 
arich houſe : where glittering Coverlets 
f Tyrian Die, on Tvory-beds were paſt, 
huſe Pra wary Offals of a great feaſt paſt, 
y in the Pantry-heapt. Her Rural mate 
> P94 to repoſe under a Cloth of State ; 
My [fl 
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The City Mouſe, like an rae Hoaſt, « 
Beſtirs her ſelf to fetch bak'd, boil'd, and roaſt, }« 
And plays the Carver, taſting all ſhe brings, (thing 

She thinks the world well chang d;and Heavens goulff 1 
Stretching, enjoys , when regen fie ope the room T! 
And toſſes both out of the wrought Couch plom, ke 
Running like things diſiraGed, but much wore Le 
When with Moloſlian Dogs the high reofs roar. . Þ ti 
Them ſaid the Country Mouſe, No more of this, I 
Give me my Wood,my Cave,& Roots with peace Ar 


The ſame by another hand. 


His, this the ſum of all my wiſhes was, W 
In a ſmall Farm my lite obſcure to paſs, © Su 
WhereIa Garden, and a Spring might ſee, He 


A little Grove, orat the leaſt a Tree: He 
But here the bownteows Gods have given me mor He 
Than all my largeſt hopes conceivd betore : Ne 
'Tis wel), I'm thankful, and no more I wiſh, If He 
But only that they ſhould cortinxe this. On 
It by no wretched gain lever yet Or 
Made my ſelf gxilty, that might be great 3 On 
If by no vitioxs courſe, or ſquandring way, Thi 
| 


I ſhall my life to poverty betray 3 | 
If I ſend up to Heaven no prayer like theſe, | 
« O that kind Heaven would give me to poſſe Rec 
&« That narrow ſpot of ground which near me lies, | [ta 
&« And o're my Garden walks too high doth riſe : | Anc 
&« Oh, that ſome Incky hit of Fortune wou'd Aw 
&« Bring to my "na. ſuch unexpetted good, The 
& As once ſhe did to a hir'd Plough-man, who |To 
* While he with uſual hopes the Field did plough, Wh 
6« U 
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« He found of hidden treaſure ſo great ſtore, 

6 wh the Field wherein he toil'd before. 
No, if my mind be equal in deſires, 

And tono more than what I have aſpires, 
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Then let juſt Heaven keep my Eſtate from harm, 


Keep my Lambs ſafe,that they may keep me warm: 


Let me enjoy what's needful, and what's at, 
Have all things fat about me but my wit / 
May the Gods bepropitious (till to me; 
And be my guardians as they uſe to be. 

And now in this ſo cloſe and filent life, 
Stole from the arts of Conrt and Cities ſtrife, 


What ſhould I write but Humorous Satzrs here? 


Satyrs the Woods inhabitants always were. 

Hereno ambitioxs raptures heat my head, 

Here no 7»fe&3on through the air is ſpread 3 

Here I in midſt of #exzpeſts am ſecure, 

Nor fear the fall of Chimmeys every hour : 

Here all the ſtormy winds that chance toriſe, 

Only bring ſounder ſ{eeps unto my eyes : 

Or if ſometimes their fury they do ſpend 

0n ſome tall Oak, and it aſunder rend, 

Their very wiſchief”s uſeful here, and by 

Their rage my wood-mans labour they ſupply. 
But hold, while I my ſelf thus flatter here, 

keck'ning before each pleaſure of the year, 

[had forgot that I ſubpera'd was, 

And up to London (fuddenly mult paſs; 

Away I muſt, and ride #hroveh thick and thin, 

There to arrive before the Term begin z 

To Horſe I muſt what-ever wind doth blow, 

Whether the days do long = ſhorter grow 3 

2 
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For all my ſirueging, yet away I muſt; 
T hither I come, and through the croudI thruſt Ta 
| Methinks the ſtream I do already tee] : An 
As I paſsthrough, ſometimesI kick ones hee], Al 
Sometimes anothers Corzs I tread upon, 
While they do curſeand cry, whither d* you run? Wi 
What ails you © why ſo faſt * do nt you ſee W 
That we by thoſe before us kindred be £ . WV: 

To my Mzcenas houſe I [ti]] pseſs through, Ho 
Remembring to what company there go, 
Thar, that indeed is {weet to me ; for there Ir 


Is pleaſant company and healthy air Ye 
To me, who trom the Sea-coals and the noiſe Th 
Eſcap'd, a while a mouthful there enjoys 3 « 


But when I tir'd and putting thither come, 
A hundred ſtrangers bulineſs do hun te 
About my ears, a hundred trifles fall 


Upon my head, back, ſhoulders, covering all. In 
Ot my wholelife the greateſt part I've ſpent, 6a 
Not with my ſelf, or to my own content, 

But in that powp, which I of all things hate, ſt 
THh' acquaintance of chief Miniſters of State, W 
Though all th' ewployzzent I had with them was |; 
Only to help ſome idle hours to pals : n 


Sir, my Lord ſuch a one deſires that you 
IVould be at Weſtminſter at two : An 


There did a Merchant, Sir, for you enquire, Wi 
Tour aid in ſome rich projet to deſire . | k 
I pray Sir get his Graces hand to this, - 


He knows me, and it reaſonable is. 
And it I ſay Tle do my beſt in it, p 
Oh Sir (ſays hc) if you but think it fit A 
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To ſpeak a word, th* eve? I need not fear, 

And then ſome-Bribe they whiſper in my ear 3 

All's but for them to exerciſe their pride, 

And all that wait for b»{reſs to deride, 

While we within1n private ſhut the while, 

With ſuch vain tattle do the time beguile : 

What is the clock £ tis very cold today, 

How do you like theſe Verſes, or that Play 2? 

ſuch were the grave affairs of State, that we 
TranſaFed mn our envi'd ſecreſie ; 

Yet by this means, 'twas nors'd about the Town 
That I a mighty favourite was grown : 

Dye hear the news £ (lays one) our ſriend did ride 
Laſt night with my Lord Chancelor (ide by (ide 3 
Heis a rifing man, and happy me, 

[him to day at lealt two hours did ſee 

Ih private with his Highneſs, and his Gr:ce 

Gave him a friendly Sx2ile as he did paſs. 

When once the world hath taken this report, 

Then all the Mozſteurs brisk about the Court, 

Where e're I meet them kindly me ſalute, 

Fare well mct Sir, you know without diſpute 

How matters go (ay they) for now you are 
dequainted with all States-men ſecrets here. 

And how £ and how £ and when ye expe@ the Fleet? 
When will the King ſet forth the ©ueen to meet ; 
[krow not, Come, you're ſuch another nan |! 

Let all the Gods their judgments on me rain, 

It Iknow any thing. And what d* ye hear, 

When did the Portugueze reſign Tangier ? 

I: all in Treland quiet ſtill or no ? 
When will my Lord Lieutenant thither co 2 
u3 Fhich 
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Which way are things accommodated there, 

Fer theold Iriſh, or the Purchaſer ? 

Still I perfiſt that I do nothing know, 

At my reſerv'dneſs they much wonder ſhow 3 

That T'm a cloſe and truſty man they ſwear, 

Fit to be madea Privy-Connſellor. 

Thus I my time to ſuch vain fopperies give, 

And only in my wiſhes truly live : 

&* Oh, when ſhall I theConntrey ſee again, 

&% When in a Meadow, or a ſhady Plain, 

&« Shall I once more ſecurely read and ſleep, 

* And no acconnt of the days motion keep | 

« But by a pleaſant thoughtful 1dleneſs, 

* Of humane life make the long journey leſs : 

« Oh Beans and Bacon! O delicious meat | 

« Such as the firſt and irnocent wen did eat, 

* Of fruits, for which Pythagoras was wiſe, 

* When he all other dainties did deſpiſe; 

* Ob nights and Suppers fit for Gods to eat, 

& For even the Gods have ſometimes lov'd retreat, 
There o're my merry Servants I am King, 

Yet fear no Poiſon in what e're they bring. 

There free from all the gentle rudeneſs, which 

The Laws of Drinking 1n the City teach, 

One takes a Brimmer up, another cries, 

Hold, hold, pray not too much, that will ſuffice. 

All drink what ere they pleaſe,and none by ſtealth 

Need put this Glaſs by, or eſcape that health. 

There no diſcorrſe of other men comes in, 

Nor who this Race, who did that Cock match wil, 

Nor who commands the fa{.io» of the Town, 

Who the beſt AGor is, Lacy, or Mohime# 
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We talk of things that nearer us concern, 
And which 'tis more xrater;al to learn, 


What kind of life a prudent man ſhauld chuſe, 
Or to be rich, or to be wertuoms ; 

What into ſtrongeſt friendſhip men doth bind, 
Prefit and intereſt, or the Goods o'th' mind : 
What of true happineſs the nature 1s, 

What are its meaſures, properties, degrees. 
(—— the while (for he too did the ſame ) 
Forlook the world with me, and thither came. 
(—(t1]] mingles things that are more gay, 
Rough Morals with old Stories doth allay : 
Yet not that all our talk ſhould florzes be, 

But only when they genuine come and free: 
Then if ſume new arriv'd half-witted Gueſt, 
(Half-witted ſure he needs mult be at beſt ) 
Admires the City and the glories there, 

How ſplendidly theſe Lords or thoſe appear, 
Againſt him which ſuch razlery diſputes, 

And with a Moſes Argument confutes, 


By Mr. A. Cowley. 


T thelarge Foot of a fair hol/ow tree, 
Aon by plow'd grounds,feated commodiouſly 
His antient and hereditary houſe, 

There dwelt a good ſubſtantial Countrey Moule, 
Frugal and grave, and careful of the main, 

Yet one who nobly oncedid entertain 

A City Mouſe, well coated, f{leek, and gay, 

A Mouſe of high degree, who loſt his way 
Wantonly walking forth to take the air, 

And arriv'd early, and belighted there 

U 4 For 


For a days lodging ; the good hearty Hoſt 

The antient plenty of his Ha/to boaſt, 

Did all the ſtores produce that might excite 

With various taſte the Conrtiers appetite, 

Chiches and Beans, Peajon, and Oats and IWheat, 

Anda large Cheſnut, the delicious meat ; 

Which Jeve himſelt were he a Mouſe would eat; 
\ And fora hant-gueſt there was mixt with theſe 

The Sword of Bacon, and the Coat of Cheeſe, 

The precious relicks which at Harveſt he 

Had gather d trom the Reapers luxury : 

Freely (ſaid he) fall on, and donot ſpare, 

« The bounteous Gods will for to morrow care: 

And thus at eaſe on Beds of ſtraw they lay 

And to their Genious ſacrific'd the day : 

Yet the nice Gueſts mind 

(Though breeding made him civil ſeem and kind) 

Delpis'd this Conntrey Feaſt, and (till his thought 

Upon the Cakes and Pies of Londox wrought, 

Your bounty and civility (aid he) 

Which I'm ſurpris'd in theſe rude parts to ſee, 

Shews that the Gods have given you a mind 

Too noble for the fare which here you find : 

Why ihould a Soul fo vertuous and ſo great, 

Loſe it felt thus in an obſcure retreat ? 

Let Savage Beaſts lodgein a Countrey Den, 

You ſhould ſee Towns, and Maxners, & know men, 

And taſte the gereroxs luxury of the Court, 

Where all the Mice of quality reſort, 

Where thouſand beauteous ſhees about you move, 

And by high fare are pliant made to love 


* Je 
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*Weall ere long muſt render up our breath, 

*No Cave or Hole can ſhelter ws from Death ; 
« Since life 3s ſo uncertain and ſo ſhort, 

« Let's ſpend it gll in feaſting and in ſport. 

Come (worthy Sir) come with me, and partake 

All the great things that Mortals happy make. 

« Alas, what vertue has ſufficient arms 

«T" oppoſe bright Honour and ſoft pleaſures charms £ 
«|hat wiſdom can their Magick force repel £ 

: draws this Reverend Hermit from his Cell. 
[was the time when witty Poets tell, 

That Phoebus into Tethys boſom: fell, 

Ste bluſht at firſt, and then put out her light, 

Ind drew the modeſt Curtains of the night. 

Plainly the truth to tell, the Sun was let, 

And to the Town the wearied Travellers get 

To a Lords houſe, as Lordly as can be, 

Made for the uſe of pride and luxury 

They come : the gentile Conrtier at the door 

kopt, and will hardly enter in before. 

but this, Sir, you command, and being ſo, 

[m ſworn t' obedience; and fo in they go 

behind a Hanging in a ſpacious room, 

The richeſt work of Mortelacks noble Loom, 

They wait a while their wearied Limbs to reſt, 
Till lence ſhould invite them to their feaſt, 
About the hour that Cynthia's ſlver light 
tad toucht the pale meridies of night. 
Atlaſt the various Supper being done, 
[thapned that the company was gone 
Into a room remote, Servants and all, 
Topleaſe their noble fanſies witha Ball. 


Our 
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Our Hoſt leads forth his ſtraxger, and does find 
All fitted to the bounties of his mind : ; 
Still on the Tables half fill'd Diſhes ſtood, 
And with delicious bits the floor was ſtrew'd, Þ\ 
The courteous Mouſe preſents him with the beſt, j 
And both with fat varieties are bleſt : ; 
The induſtrious Peaſent every where does range ſl; 
And thanks the Gods for hislites happy change; N 
Loe in the mid(t of a well-fraighted Pie pe 
They both atlaſt glutted and wanton lie: 
When (ſee the ſad reverſe of proſperous fate ) Dy 
And what fierce florms on mortal glories wait, 
With hideous noiſe down the rude Servants come fly, 
Six Dogs before run barking into th' room, Th 
The wretched Gluttors flie with wild affright, I | 
And hate their falzef which retards their flight, By: 
Our trembling Peaſant wiſhes now in vain, Ma 
That rocks and mountains cover'd him again: fc. 
Oh, how the change of his poor life he curſt, Þc. 
This of all lives (f{aid he) is ſurethe worſt, IF,” 
Give me again ye Gods my Cave and Wood, fly. 
With peace let tares and acorns be my food! JF. 


— —— ——— _ —— — — —_ — - 


SaTYR VII By A.B. 


HORACE and DAPVUS. Al 
The miſeries of « Debauched Life. 


| 4 

Dav. Þ Veover-heard you, and a mind Ihave Fg 
To ſpeak a word t' you , but being buff «+; 

I am afraid. (your Slaveg «7 


Hor. Wh 


dk 1 
nd 


d, 
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Hor. — Who art thou, Devns ? 

Dav.—Yes, 
Mons, who always to his Patron is 

Slave ſo loving, and ſo true, that he 
Delerves at length that you ſhould make him free, 
Hor. Go on, and uſe Decembers freedom now, 


ng g/Becauſe our Anceſtors did that allow ) 


(>) 


5 
7 


ht, 


Speak what thou haſt a mind, 

Dav, —— Moſt men delight 
| Vice continually, and with all their might 
Purſue their Jewd deſigns : Many there be 
Float up and down with much izconſtency. 
Now they will lead a vertuous life, but then 
They quickly tumble into vice agen. 

How fickle Priſc#s is ! ſometimes he'l be 
With ne'rea Ring on's hand, ſometimes with three: 
And every hour he'l vainly change his Gowz 3 
Sometimes he'l lodge rth' nobleſt houſe in Town, 
Siraight in the meaneſt Cottage he will lie, 
And thence come forth looking ſo naſtily. 
Now he at Athens ſtudies hard, but ſtraight 
Away he comes to Rome to fornicate. 


$$ various in his life, as if he'd been 


av 


born in all ſhapes Vertn-ms ere was 1n, 

That Gameſter Volanerizs, when the Gout 
Had rack'd and ſhrunk up all his joynts through- 
A Fellow by the day he hir'd and fed (our, 
To take the Dice, and throw them in his ſtead. 
& How much more conſtant men inVices be, 
(v0 much the eaſier is their miſery © 
© Tis better far to keep an equal pace, (Trace. 
i Than ſometimes ſlack and ſometimes ſtretch the 
| Hor. Yet 
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Hor. Yet all this while thou tell'ſt not to what ens 

(Thou fleering Knave) theſe ſullen words dotend 

Dav. They're meant of you. | 

Hor. Why ſo (you Rogue # ) 

Dav.— You praiſe 
Mens fate and ways who liv'd in former days, 
And yet if any God move you to uſe 
Thelike your ſelf, you obltinately refuſe, 
Either becauſe you don't conceive what you 
Your ſelf affirm thereof is right and true ; 


Or elſe the tr#th you faintly do detend, 
And arenot ſuch a man as you pretend ; 
And when you ſtick ſo faſt, you do deſire 
In vain to pluck your feet out of the mire. 
The Countrey you admire,when you are at Rone 
But when into the Coxmrey you are come, 
A City life you above all things prize, 
And Rome you vainly do extol to th' skies, 
When you are not invited forth to ſup, 
Your own fate Diet you do ſo cry up, 
Pretending if you e're go forth, 'tis ſti] 
To pleaſe your Friend, but fore againſt your will: 
And you're fo pleas'd, and count.your ſelf {o blel, 
When you are not invited out to fealt, 

But if Mzcenas (end for you to come, 
How all the houſe rings with your noiſe at home! 
What,not the Barber come yet?---Jack!---who's there? 
Where are theſe Rogues,my Servants? does none heart 
And then away you polt t' your Patrons feaſt, 
Where Milvizs that Paralite, and the reſt 
Which teed upon him, curle and rail, and ſpeak 
Baſe words of you, when they away muſt ſneak. 
One 


k II 
t end 


end, 
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One (confeſs) did tell me to my face, 
fou did-your pleaſure 1n your Belly place; 
And call'd you ſmel/-feaſt, feeble, ſluggard, ſot, 
What they could think, as Glutton, and T oſs-pot. 
Now ſince you are as bad as I can be, 
Nay perhaps worſe, why ſhould you rail at me, 
As1f yowre better 2 when you but diſguiſe 
With vertuous names the foulneſs of your vice. 
When you were with anothers Wite in bed, 
And ſimply by his Slave diſcovered, 
Trepan'd and apprehended, werenot you 


me 


Averier fool than I 2 -—- Nay, never go 
To fright me with your furly countenance ; 
Bridle your paſſion, don't your fiſt advance, 
While I impartially declare unt' you 
That which Criſþinzs Slave reveal'd to me. 
You're for a married Woman, while your poor 
Save Daves 1s content with a poor 
Which of our crimes are greater, yoursor mine ? 
When heat of blood does me to th' fleſh incline, 
Itakea common Wench, with whom I do 
Such things as Humane Nature prompts me to 5 
And having done, I preſently depart, 
My ame not blemiſh'd by it, nor my heart 
Solicitous, where thoſe who next there lie, 
be handſomer or richer men than I. 

But when you lay your Ornaments alide, 
And ſneak along for tear you ſhould be fpr'd : 
Are you not what you ſeem, when you become 
Inſtead of a grave Senator a Groom 2 
And are into anothers Lodgiugs led, 
With an old Cap to hide your powdred head 3 
'Twixt 
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'Twixt luſt and fear ſuch a conteſt is in you, 
Your fleſh and bones ſtill trembling do continue, 

What difference is't if you we 
To bedeſtroy'd, whether -- Sword or Fire? 
Or to be thruſt into a naſty Cheſt 
With head and heels contracted to your breaſt, 
Where by the Maid you have ſecured bin, 
The Baxd that's privy to her Miſtris fin. 

Has not th' abuſed Husband then juſt power, 
Both o're his Wife, and o're her Paramour ? 
More juſt o're the Adulterer, yet ſhe 
Nor place, nor habit ſhifts, nor publickly 
Commits the fin; the woman is in fear, 

And believesnot your promis'd loveto her : 
But you're a voluntary Slave t your luſt, 
And with that raging Tyrant dointruſt 

All your eſtate; your ſafety, liberty, 

Repute and life, things which ſo precious be, 


ound for hire 


And whenyou have eſcap'd from all thoſe ſnare, 


A man would think you ſhould be full of fears, 
And would by this take warning now, but you 
Seek how to fin, and to be plagu'd anew. 

Oh! you that make your ſelf ſo oft a Slave, 


What brute Beaſts are ſo mad, that when they have 


Made their eſcape by breaking oft the chain, 

Will to the ſnares expoſe themſelves again ? 
Youſay, you areno Advlterer, nor I 

A Thief, becauſe 1 wanily paſs by 

Your Plate; but were the puniſhment away, 

You to Adultery, Ito Theft ſhould ſtray. 
Are you my Maſter, and ſo much a Slave, 

To thoſeill powers which Dominion have 


Ore 


Or 
fre 
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0're men and things? and have ſo often been 
ue, BFreed from your {lavery, yet again get in? 
ire | Add this thing to the reſt, which ſeemsto me 
An Argument of great validity, 
If he that does a Slave ſerve and obey, 
t Jha Slaves Vicar as you Scholars ſay) 
Or but his Fellow-ſlave, pray tell me then 
What muſt T be to you? for even when 
rr, | You rule o're me you are a wretched Slave, 
To other powers, and no true motion have, 
But are like wooden Puppets mov'd abour, 
Not by your Nerves within, but Wires without. 
Hor. * Who ther is free 2 
Dav. © He thot is wiſe, and can 
* Govern himſelf, that, that's the true Free-man z 
«Whom Priſons, Want, nay Death cann't terrifie, 
&* Who quells bis vain deſires, and valiantly 
© Contemmns the froth of popular applauſe, 
reef © And ſquares bis aFions all by vertnes laws : 
| © No outward thing can alter him at all, 
| | © 4nd Fortune's baffled if on hine ſhe fall. 
Can you pick a deſcription out of this, 
Which may expreſs your (clt?--. Your high Mſiris 
wy Demands a hundred pound a time of you, 
And if not given her, pouts and looks askew, 
And in a pet ſhe thruſts you out of door, 
Flings water on you to affront you more : 
Then in another mood ſhe calls you back 3 (neck 
And are you free? Come, come, withdraw your 
Out of this ſhameful Yoke, and tay I'm free, 
Which you in this condition ne're can be 3 


For 
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For you've a Maſter rigid and ſevere, 
Does o're your mind and body domineer 
And though you're tir'd, and able ſcarce to ſtir, 


He cruelly rides on with ſwitch and ſpur but 

Pray Sir, when you ſo many hours lie lazing, (* 
On ſome rarepieceof Painting vainly gazing, Þ'* 
Wherefore are you more innocent than I, ou 
When on a Battel I do caſt mine eye, 


With Char-coal or. Red-Oaker rudely done, 
And ſee the Fencers nimbly ſtrike and ſhun of 
Each others blows, in various poſtures, fo 
As if the Fight were real, not a Show : 
I muſt be call'd a loytering Rogue, but you 
In antient Painting for a Critick go. 
If I purſue a hot well-ſcented Cake, 
I amcall'd Raſcal; but when you do make ns 
Your ſumptuous Banquets with all luxury, 
You muſt a noble ks counted be : 
Pray wherefore ſhould my petty luxury 
Be far more prejudicial to me, 
Than yours that's greater isto you ? it [ 
Indulge my Belly, I'm laſh'd preſently : 
And are not you puniſh'd as much as that, 
Who on your Belly ſpend your whole Eſtate? 
Feaſts to perpetual Feaſters odious are, 
And drunkards feet refuſe their paunch to bear. 
If a poor Boy ſell his ſtoln Comb to buy 
A bunch of Grapes, we blame him preſently 3 
And yet that Belly-tlave goes blameleſs, that 
To gratific his paunch («1|s his Eſtate. 
Beſides all this, you are not the ſame man 
For two hours ſpace together, neither can 


You 
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fou tell which way to paſs your time away 
4syou ought, when you have a leiſure day, 
But Vagrant-like you from your (elf do flie, 
Sometimes with wine or fleep you vainly try 
? [fo caſe your mind, but whereſoe're you go 
ſour guilty Conſcience dogs and pricks you too. 
Hor. Where's e're a ſtone? | 
Dav. At whomSir would you throw, 
Ifyou could find a ſtone? 
Hor. 'S death ! where's my Bow ? 
Dav, Alas! my Maſter's grown ſtark raging mad, 
)r elſe makes Verſes, whith is full as bad ! 
Hor. Get hence,or to my Fatm elſe,where I have 
t eight already, Ile ſend thee th' ninth Slave. 


SATYR VIII. By 7. W.Eſa; 
A Deſcription of an unhandſome Treat. 
HORACE and FUNDANUS, 


or. H Ow lik'd ye wealthy Naſidenus Feaſt, 
For yeſterday, intending you my Gueſt, 
was told me you were there, and from noon too. 
Fur.Troth we were never merrier.(Hor.)As how? 
Und if it ben't400 troubleſome ) declare 
ow he receiv'd you; what your Bill of Fare. 
F#n, Our firſt encounter was a Lucan Bore, 
Id, the wind Soxth, for ſo the Maſter ſwore 3 
bout the Diſh lay Lettuce, Radiſh, Beets, 
on 1d fuch as whet the ſqueaſie appetites, 
X 


306 SATTRS. Book I, 


As Skirwirts, Pickled- Herrings, and next theſe, 
A poinant ſauce made of the Coan Lees: 

This took away, two pretty Striplings come, 
One wip'd the Table, t'other (wept the Room; 
And, asyou haveſeen an Attick Virgin go 

To Ceres Sacrifice ; ſtraight other two, 

A Black the one, brought each his basket in, 
This full of Czcub, that of Chian Wane : 

When ſtraight mine Hoſt 5 Mecenas | it you like 
A fullier bodi'd, or a greener, ſpeak; 

I have'um both.CHor.)Poor wealth!--but prithee ſq, 
What were your company (Fund. ) On the firſt Bed 
My ſelf, next me Thwurinws, and below (lay 
Was Varizs : On the ſecond, Balatro, 

With him Vibidizs, both Mecena's gueſts ; 

On the third, lay the Maſter of the Feaſts 
"Twixt Nomentan, and Buffoon Portixs, 

That (woops whole Cyſtards,c're ye ſay,what's thi? 
For his ſake, t'other came, who underſtood 
The way of cating, and with his Finger cou'd 
Point out ſuch ſaxce, and what was 1n'tz while: 
Eat Fiſh and Fowl, and ſuch like trumpery 3 
Though yet, the beſt in ſeaſon, as the Plaiſe, 
And Tyrbats belly which he carv'd me, was. 
Next, came the bluſhing Apples, gathered 

The Moor increafing; how they differed 
From others, he can tell you beſt z when thus 
To Balatro began Vibidigs ; 

We've fed our ſelves top full, and now nmſi die 
Quite unreveng'd, unleſs we drink him dry : 

And calls for bigger Glaſſes 3 at which word 
Mine Hoſt look'd as he'd have ſunk under bay 


k Il, 
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So went and came his colour, dreaming leſt 

T bave met with ſuch ſtiff Drizkers, or a jeſt 

So home, but rather thought, t'ave ſeen his Wine 

Deaded their palats, for*twas hardly fine; 

But to ſmall purpoſe, for the Ryrdlet now 

Was ſet a tl, and round the brimmers go 3 

Only ſome one or two of the prize Guelts 

Made little ſpoil :—But ſee! A ſecond Feaſt ; 

A Lamprey (tretcht at length, ſwimming as 'twere 

Amidſt a ſhoal of Shrimps; On which, Mine Heer 

Cries note, This Fiſh was big of young when caught, 

Or otherwiſe, tad not been worth a Groat ; 

Then, for the rare Pottage ! but taſte it prays 

The Oil 1n it is right Campania, 

'T has more ingredients, as Caviare, 

The beſt white Pepper, Lesbian Vinegar, 

halian Wine. (But this, I darebe bold) 

Not a drop of 't was leſs than five years old ; 

All this was in the boiling (that once done 

Pour that of Chzos in, or better none: ) 

| was the firſt e're boil'd Elecampane, 

And 'Ringoes in it; from Curtillas, came 

Salt-water-craw-fiſh pickled, better far 

Than ſuch as brought us from beyond Sea are: 

While thus mine Hoſt a piece of Tapſtries fall 

Rais'd ſuch a Duſt, it ſpic'd us, Diſh and all; 

We thought at firſt,t had been the ho»ſe, but when 

We ſaw there wasno danger, chear'd agen; 

But he (poor man) hung down his head,and cri'd 

Asif his Son had at that inſtant dy'd ; 

Nor gave he over, till Nozrentanws, thus, 

Fortune our Foe, thon art a ſcurvy Puſ ! P 
2 Ah 
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Br 
Ah what a crnel Vixen th'art ! ah how R 
Do'ft thou delight to mock us here below ! 7 
"Twas even as much as Varix's Towel could do As 
To keep his laughter in, when Balatro BY 
Gib'd on, Ard ſince the courſe of life is ſuch, W 


We cann't (quothhe) admire your pains #00 much; || 5 
Ift fit, to make me handſomly receiv'd, 

You ſhould diſquiet your ſelf, and thus be griev'd, 

For fear the Bread be burnt, or the Pottage 

Il}. ſeaſon'd, to be ſure that every Page 

Perform his office right : add to all this — 
What other accidents may fall amiſs ; 

As this 0'ti” Hangings was, or that a Clown 

Should ſtumble in, and run the Cup-board down; 
But (General-like ) Maſters of Feaſts reveal 

That temper by croſs hits, the good conceal : 

At which, mine Hoſt, Gods bleſſing on your heart! 
Jo good a man, and boon Companion th'art ; 

And with it clapt his Sandals on; when (ſtraight 
There went a whiſper round the beds, Hor. But what? 
What laught y'at next 2 Fun. Vibidias cries, I think 
The Bottle's broke, that we can get no drink ; 

And while they laugh at what was paſt, quoth he, 
Balatro ſeconding, Mine Hoſt for me ! 

How lively he returns ! he looks as pert, 

As if he'd help our late miſchance by art : 

Which ſaid, his Boys brought in a Charger fill'd 
With ſeveral thingsz a Crarecut up, and grill'd 
With Salt and Flower ; and fed with fes (to chuſe) 
The well grown Liver of a Milx white Gooſe, 
The Shoulders of ſome Hares, by much the belt 
Of all the body, a broil'd Black bird's breaſt : 
Ring- 
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Ring-doves, their thighs cut off; things excellent 
Had he not runſo Damn'd a Le&xreor't ; 

As the cauſe why, drawn from their Nature too: 
But we reveng'd our ſelves, Tle tell ye how ; 
We did not taſte one bit, but fled it more, 

Than if a Witch had ſhook her Kercher o're. 


—— 
Ss 


The End of the Second Book of Satyrs. 
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EPISTLE I. By Sir RF. 


Tc MECENAS. 


He ſays he diſmiſſes his trifling ſtudies, and embract 
thoſe that tend to vertue: yet ſo as not to ſwear ti 
any Maſters words. And that theſe ſtudies are ſuch, 
that there is none but may be better d by them, if 
but lend a patient ear thereunts. In the end he nt 
prehends the depraved jndgment of men placin 
wvertue after wealth and honours,and caring more fit 


the things of the Body than the things of the Mind. 


FEcengs mention'd in my Odes, to be (nt 
Mention'd in all I write; thou would'(t have 
(Enough ſeen, and applauded on the Stage ) 
Tothe old ſport; I have notthe ſame age, 
Nor the ſame mind, Upon Alcides poſt 
His Arms hung up, e're his won Fame be loſt ; 
The Fercer that is wiſe, retires. I hear 
A voice ſound daily in my cleanſed ear, 
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A Voice 
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Free an old Horſe, leſt he (derided) lag, 

And broken-winded, in the « | ad flag. 

Therefore Love-Songs, and all thoſe toys adieu, 
My work 1s now to ſearch what's good,what's true: 


[lay in Precepts, which I ſtraight may draw 
Out for my uſe, It thou demand, whoſe Law, 
What Guide I follow : Sworn to no mans words, 
Tothis and that fide I make Tacksand Bords, 
Now plung'd in billows of the aGive life, 
At vertues Anchor ride contemplatife ; 
With ARISTIPPUS now yield tothe ſtream, 
More ſtudying to get wealth, than to contemr. 
As nights are long to them their Miſtreſs fails : 
To Hirelings, days : To curb'd Wards years are 
So ſlow and ſo wnpleaſant my Time flows, (Snails : 
Till ſeriouſly I a@, as I propoſe 3 
That which alike boots rich and poor, if done, 
Alike hurts young and old, if let alone. 
It reſts, theſe rules [ to my felt apply. 
Thy eyes will never pierce like Lyncexs eye, 
Scorn not tonoint them though if ſore they are : 
Nor, of a Wreſtlers ſtrength, if thou deſpair. 
Neglect to ſalve the knotted Gout. If more 
'Sdeni'd,”*tis ſomething to have gone thus far. 
Revenge and Avarice boil in thy heart : 
There's words and ſounds will cut off a great part 
Of thy diſeaſe. Swell'{t thou with love of praiſe? 
There is a Charm too which the Devil lays ; 
Reading a good Book thrice devoutly over, 
The Envious, Wrathful, Sluggiſh, Drunkard, Lo- 
No Beaſtſo wild, but may be tam'd, ifhe (ver : 
Will unto Precepts liſten patiently. 

| X 4 'Tis 
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'Tis Vertue to flie Vice : and the firſt Stair 

Of Wiſdom, to want Folly. With what Care 
Of Mind, and toil of Body, we avoid 

Mean wealth,and honours ht(Ambition's God!) 
Th unwearied Merchant runs to fartheſt Ind, 
Through fire,through horrid rocks, Riches to find: 
What thou thus fondly doat'ſt on, to deſpite, 

Sit, learn, and hear from thoſe that are more wile, 
Whoſe Sword hath won him honor in true Fights, 
Duſty Olympick Lawrels, that man (lights, 
(Above thoſe toys, and in his own ſelf rowl'd.) 
Gold excels Silver, Vertue excels Gold. 

O Romans, Romans, firſt ſeek money; then 
Vertue. This drops from every Scriv'ners Pen. 
This is the Do&rine old and young men preach, 
Carrying a black Box dangling at their Breech. 
It of >> ua forty thouſand lack 

Six or teven thouſand only, though you make 
It up1n Vertues, Courage, Eloquence, 

Faith and the like 3 you're a Plebeian, Hence. 
But playing inthe ſtreets, the children ſing 
Another Song : He that does well's a King. 

Be this a wall of Braſs, to have within 

No black accuſer, harbour no pale i. 

Now (ſadly ) which is better, Otho's Law, 

Or the Boys Song, which gives a Regal awe 
Tohim does well? A Song oft ſung of old 

By manly Cxrii, and Camil/i bold, 

Counſels he better, that ſays, MoNEY GET, 
If thou canſt, well : but if not, get it yet, 

That thou ſome piteous Play may'ſt nearer ſee? 
Or he that bids thee, Brave, ered, and free, 
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To face proud Fortune? If RoME's people now 
Obje&t, Why plac'd on our Bench wot'ſt not Thou 
The ſame with ws £ abhorr'ſt not what we hate £ 
d!) on! not what we love My anſwer's, That 
eſlie Fox _ to —_— Lion _ : 
nd: vot-ſteps that way all make me afraid, 
mY ws Den that I perceive no => 
"Ye, f The People, *Tis a Beaſt with many heads, 
hts, } iVbet, or whox (ſhould I follow ? ſome buy places : 
Some for rich Widows trade with Beads & Glaſſes, 
) [And feed old men with Gifts,like Fiſh with Bread, 
That they on them may afterwards be fed. 
Many grow fat with Ufſury, But well, 
Let ſev'ral men have ſev'ral minds. Now tell, 
1, | How long will any in the ſame mind ſtay ? 
Biie? The world hath not a (iweeter Bay, (Lake 
The Rich man cries: when ſtraight the Sea and 
The joy of their arriving Lord partake. 
Who, if an ominous Hare (forſooth) come thwart 
Tomorrow ; Smiths unto the THEANUM Cart 
The Iron work. Has he at home a Wife ? 
No life Che ſays ) like to the ſwmgle life. 
Ifnot, None bleſt (he ſwears) but married men. 
What knot can hold this changing Protews 2 Then 
The Poor man (laugh) alters his cating room, 
His Barber, Bed, and Bath : and fick of Rome 
As much as rich men that keep Barks, to float 
Upon the water, goes and hires a Boat. 
If thou meet one, by an ill Barber notch, 
Thox laugh'ſt : If onein Scarlet Breeches botcht 
With Frize,thou laugh'ſt.But what if my mind fight 
With it ſelf? Seek that which it ſlighted, ſlight 
That 
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That which it ſought ? all Rules of Life confound) Whe 
Turn pov Tide, build, raze, change ſquare wf,11c 
round £ 
Thou think'ſt me mad in faſhion, and laugh'ſt not s 
Nor that I need to have a DoGtor got, _ 
And tobe plac'd in Bedlam by the Mayor : (can Raſt 
Though thou'rt my Patron, and conſum'd with Inte 
At the leaſt fingers aking of thy friend 
That honours thee, and doth on thee depend, ly 
In ſum, a wiſe man's only leſs than Jove, w 
Rich, free, fair, noble ;, laſt a King, above 
The common rate of Kings : But chiefly ſound, || yr. 


That is to ſay, Unleſs his Spleen abound. Ani 
as ———_—_—___— 
| be 

EP1STLE II. By SirR. F. He 

To L O LLIO. + 


He ſays Homer in his Poems teaches _ and boy Of 
ter what is honeſt, than ſome Philoſopher 3 bring || Ae 
ing arguments to prove the ſame. That in the [lid 
what are the incentives of War to fooliſh King | 0! 
and Nations, is deſcribed : and in the Odyſſes, yÞ *! 
Ulyiles example, what vertue and wiſdom can di, 1 
is ſhown. Then exhorts to the ſtudy of Wiſdom, «| 
that which will heal the diſeaſes of the mind, | 0 
which he reckons up. But teaches withal, that mall T 
muſt from their tender age accuſton themſelves || P\ 

ſuch like Precepts. 4 

T 
V 


Hilft thou (great LoVio)in Romre do'ſt plead, 
I, in Preneffe, have all HOMER. rcad, 


Who, 
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undfwho,what's our good, what not ; what brave,what 
Te toffuller than Crantor, and Chryſippss lays. (baſe 
by Ithink thus (unleſs thow'rt buſie) hear, 
#0, FThe Lines, that tell how Greeks and Trojans were, 
wolv'd in a long War for Parislove, 
(Carefaufh Kings and Nations fooliſhly reprove. 
wil ltexors counſel was, to ſend the Cauſe 
| Of the War back. PA R15s ſays, No : What Laws 
* Flompel Kings to be ſafe? NESTOR, to piece 
The difference, runs, betwixt the Kings of Greece 
And Tethy's Son: Ore boiling with Loves flame, 
With anger both. The P&1N Cc E$,Theyre to blame 
And the poor PE oP LE ſmart for't.Miſchief;Strife, 
. I Fraud, Rage,and Luſt in Town, and Leagner rite. 
Again what verte and what wiſdom can, 
He ſhews usin th' example of the * Man *Ulyſſr. 
Of Ithaca : who (Troy in aſhes laid) 
The Towns and Manners prudently ſurvey 'd 
| Of many Lands; and through the Ocear vaſt, 
| Returning home with his Companions, paſt 
4 | Many ſharp brunts, not to be ſunk with ſtorms 
g | Ofadverſe chance. Thou know'ſt the Sirens charms 
þ | And Circe's Cups : which had he greedily 
þ | And fondly raſted with his Fellows, he 
s | Had ſerv'd a Whoriſh Dame, and liv'd a Dog 
| $ On his own vomit, or mire-wallowing Hog. 
z | The Suitors of Perelope were meer 
1} Puppets made only to devour good cheer : 
Raskals, who minded nothing but their skin, 
| And, that perfum'd and fleek, to ſleep therein 
'F Till it was noon : then thought it brave, to wake 


With the fame Lutes with which they reſt did take. 
Do 
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Do Thieves fit up all night to kill and ſteal, Fho« 
And cannot we riſe to intend our weal? hat 
But if in health thou wilt not ſtir about, ſow 
Hereaſter thou ſhalt run (though with the GouÞ0ge! 
Toa Phyſician : and unleſs thou knock —* Wiuc 
For Candle, and a Book, with the firſt Cock : [With 
Unleſs to ſtudies, and to honelt things e( 
Thou bend thy mind;with Love's or Envy's ſting]! 31s 
Thou'lt lie awake tormented. If a Fly «tra 
Get in thy Eye, tis pull'd out inſtantly : 
But if thy Mizds Ey's hurt, day after day on 
That Cure's deferr'd. Set forth, thou'rt half thy wa," 
Dare to be wiſe: Begin. He that to rule A pc 
And ſquare his life, prolongs, is like the Fool Alo 
Who (taid to have the River firſt paſs by, Ori 
Which rowls and rowls toall eternity. for 
Money is ſought, and a rich Wife for Brood, 
And a ſharp Culter tames the ſavage Wood. 
Let him that has enough, defire no more. 
Not Houſe and Land, nor Gold and Silver Ore, 
The Body's fickneſs, or the Minds diſpel. 
To reliſh wealth, the palat muſt be well. 
Who fears, or covets : Houſe to him and Ground, $44 
Are pictures to blind men, Incentives bound 
About a gouty Limb, Muſick t' ati ear Mi 
Dam'd up with filth. A veſſel not ſincere Tt 
Sowres whatſoe're you put into't. Abſtain (pain, |! 
From pleaſures : Pleaſure hurts,that's bought with 
The Cov'tous always want : your pray'rs deſign 
To ſome fixt mark. The envious man doth pine |! 
To ſee another fat : Envy's a Rack; þ 
Worſe, no Sicilian Tyrant e're did make. , 1 
Who 
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ſho cannot temper wrath, will wiſh undone 
at, in his haſte, he may have done to one, 

ſo whom he (poſſibly) would be moſt kind. 

ourÞlnger is a ſhort madneſs : Rule thy mind: 

ſhich reigns, if it obeys not: fetter it 

With chains, reſtrain it with an Iron bit. 

e Quiry moulds the Horſes tender mouth 

is Riders will. The Beagle from his Toxth 

{train'd up tothe Woods, being taught to bawl 

(A Whelp) at the Bucks heads nail 'd in the Hall. 

ow Boy, in the white Paper of thy breaſt (beſt. 
rite VER TUE : Now ſuck precepts from the 

A pot well ſeaſon'd, holds the primitive talte = 

Along time after. If thou make no haſte, 

0: ſpur to over-run me, I am One 

for none will ſtay, and will contend with none. 


ok | 


aj 


The ſame by Dr. W. 
(plead, 
WJ Hile you at Rome (my honour'd Lollizs) 
I Homer at Preneſte once more read. 
id, £ 4jrings nere fo well, nor Lxmbard taught 
5 tully yet, what's fair, or fit, or naught. 
My reaſon's this (if y* have no buſte hours) 
Theſtory that relates Parzs amours, 
n, {And Creece ſpent with the tedious Trojan Leager, 
th I hews us how filly Princes are, how eager (ſeems 
1 Ihe giddy Rovt. That ſhould be mov'd which 
The cauſe o'th' War, Antenor wiſely deems. 
but Paris to enjoy his ſtoln delight, 
Thinks ſcorn to yield. Neſtor to ſet things right 
'Twixt 


'Twixt Agamemnon and Achilles ſtrives ; 


« The Officers are mad, and till the ſmart 
* Lights on the Commons, ſtill they have the art, 
What with their atixies, their plots, their ſin, 
To loſe as much without, as thoſe within. 
But then, what vertue, and good condud# can 
Perform you'l ſee; Ulyſſes is the man 
Troy wiſely gain'd, he many Cities next 
| Views, and their varialis Laws, is oft perplext 
In hazards, ſtorms, himſelf and his he ſaves, 
Not to be drown'd in Fortanes rougheſt waves, 
The Sirers charms you know, and Circe's bow] 
Which had he quaft with's drunken-train, his ſoul 
H'had loſt, a brutiſh ſervant to the whore, 
A Shag-tail Cur h'had been, or miry Bore. 
We are that rot, methinks, thoſe idle knaves 
Made to be cramm'd, Perelope's lewd braves, 
Riſing at Noon to waſh, and powder hair, 
And then with noiſe of Fidlers lull our care. 
Will you not wake ? Felons are only ſtirring 
For miſchief; for your ſafety you're demurring. 
You'l eafter now, than with a Dropſie run, 
Call for a Book and Light before the Sun. 
Your early thoughts in Vertue unemploy'd, 
Will be with Love or fretting Exzy cloy'd. 
You'l move an Eye-ſore (treight ; and is it ſenſe, 
To let the Mind be cur'd a Twelve- month hence? 
Begin : 'tis half the work : aſſume the power 
To live : expeQ not for a fairer hour. 
So ſtays the Clown till th' haſty Brook be dri'd, 
But th' everlaſting ſtreams til] ſtill do glide. a 
e 
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While Love the One,and both their paſſzox drives, [( 
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ves, f(s 


ed 


We gripe for woxey ſtill, marry for Goods, 
uch Wives are fruitful) grub and fill our Woods. 
Who hath enough, why ſhould he wiſh for more? 
Did ever goodly ſeat, or Farms, or Store, 

The ſickly Landlord of his Qzartan eale, 

Or of his cares? the Owner muſt have health, 
Who reaps a ſatisfaction from his wealth. 

The carking Heart's not eas'd by Bags or Land, 
(No more than Bleared-eye by Titians hand, 

Or Gout by Pultis, or the Ear in pains 

With Rheum, by Feraboſco's melting ſtrains; ) 

But what it holds, like muſty Bottle ſpoils, 

® Pleaſures ill bargains are, if bought with toils, 
ay are endleſs, till you fix the end, 

« conſumes for fatne(s of a friend ; 

* Ervy the _ £ fp A _— ſcourge, 

* Anger let looſe, th unwary mind deth urge 

To atnate revengeful thoughts, in haſte, 

*Which afterward in bold blood you'l diſtaſie. 

* Anger's 4 ſhorter phrenſie, Paſſuon reigns 

* If 't be n't enſlav'd, but curb it in with chains. 

The manag'd Colt is by the Horſeman taught 

T obſerve the Riders check : the Whelp is brought 
(Since frlt he trail'd the Buck-skzz in the Hall) 
To hunt abroad the Stag unto his fall. 
Now ( hopeful Boy !) counſels that wholſome are 
Take early next thy heart: the ſeaſon'd Far 
Will hold his ſcent : now run, Tle but give aim, 
He neither ſtop the ſwift, nor help the lame. 
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EP1STLE III. By A. B. 


To JULIUS FLORUS. 
Advice to follow his Studies. 


Ic what part of the world Claudizs fights now, 


(My Julizs Florws ) I deſire to know : 
Claudizs our great Auguſtus Son-in-law, 
Whether to Thrace his Army's march'd away, 
Or whether Icy Heber them detain, 

If on the Hel/eſpont they (till remain 

Or fruitful Afar hills and planes, or what 
The learned Troop of Druſ#s will be at. 
Theſe things I mind too, and what eminent wit 
Will to poſlerity dare to tranſmit 

Thoſe mighty things, which done by Czſar are, 
How wiſely he makes Peace, how ſtoutly War : 
What exc'llent piece will learned T7t# write, 
The Roman admiration and delight 3 

He that ſo bravely dares transfer the flame 
Unto us Romans, which from Pindar came, 
That (corns to dabble in the vulgar Lakes, 
And into the Ocear a brave Voyage makes : 
How does he do? What dyes he ſay of me? 
By his propitious Myſes aid will he 

Tranſlate the Verſes writ with Thebaz# fire, 
And tune them ſmoothly to the Romax Lyre. 
Or with a tragick, Baxkin does he rage, 

And with high ſtately language fall the Stage 2 
And (prithee) how does Cel/as deal by me? 
That moſt incorrigible Plagiary, 
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Who has been warr'd ſo oft, and muſt be more, 

To ſearch for wit and ſexſe from his own ſtore 3 

And leave off pilfering out of Books that be 

By others writ, and plac'd i'th* Library. 

& Leſt all the plunder'd Birds ſhould Fre wag 

® And from his gaudy back pluck each his feather 3 

* And he of his ſtoln colours like the Chough, 

«Stand ſtript, and make all the SpeFators laugh. 
But what art thou about? With what rare (tuff 

Does thy Myſeload her thighsth'ha(t wit enough, 

And that well polzſht, not abſurdly rough. 

Ifthou wilt Orator or Lawyer be, 

Or fall it upon delightſome Poetry, 

Thy wit away the Laxrel juſtly bears; 

* But if thou canſt ſhake off thoſe ſeeds of cares, 

«Where e're Cceleſtial wiſdom draws thou'lt go, 

This work, this ſtudy, great and mean men too 

* Should ſet upon, if we deſign to be 

* Dear to our ſelves, and to Poſtcrity. 
lprithee fend me word, whether or no 

Thou do'ſt ſuch kindneſs to Munatizs ſhew, 

As betwixt Friends and Brothers ought to be 3 

Oris your breach fince you did diſagree 

$011] patcht up, that it will never cloſe, 

but every foot to itsold rancour grows 3 

Yet whether height of blood, or want of wit, 

Inflam'd your untam'd ſpirits, 'tis not fit, 

That your fratereal knot ſhould be unti'd, 

in what part of the world ſo e're you bide z 

Ive a fat Heifer, which T'le gladly burn 

lo ſacrifice tor your delir'd return. 


Y 
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To TIBULLUS. 
That he ſhould live comfortably, and without Cares, 


Ell me T:bzllzz, thou that do'ſt fo far 
Indulge ſuch trifles as my Satyrs are, 
What ſhall I tell my friends that thou do'ſt do 
Now 1n that Comntrey thou'rt retir'd into ? 
Writing whole Volumes : or haſt thou thy mind 
Wholly to th' healthy Woods and Walks confin'd? 
Conſidering only to enjoy and do 
Things which become a wiſe and good man too. 
Thou art nothick.skull'd blockheadstor wile heav'n 
To thee an underſtanding Soul has giv'n. 
And with a fair Revemre does thee bleſs, 
Which thou know'(t how t'exjoy, as well's poſſeft, 
* What could a Nurſe for her dear Child beſdech 
&* More than right underſtanding, and plain ſpeech? 
« To live belov'd in honour and in health, 
* T* eat wholeſonre Diet, ard to want no wealth ? 
* When thou'rt toſt up and down 'twixt hope and cart, 
&« Inflam'd with angcr and ſhrunk up with fear : 
* As ſoon as ſuch a day is over-paſt, 
* Comfort thy ſelf, that that's to be the laſt : 
© FUher an hour comes that brings thee joy and blif, 
<« If uncxpetted, Oh ! how gratefuÞ tis ! 
And when thou'rt minded to Jaugh heartily 
At a — Hog of Epicurws Sty, 
Come ſee me, thou (halt find me plemp and fair, 
I, of this Corps of mine, take ſpecial care. 
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EP1STLE V. By SirR. F. 
T7 TORQUATUS. 


He invites Torquatus to ſapper, which he ſays will be 
a frugal one. Exhorts him (bidding farewel to 
Cares, and the deſire of Riches) to give himſelf to 
Mirth; and (ſeeming « little light-headed with 
the joy of Auguſtus his Birth-day) laſhes out into 
the praiſes of drinking. Names three things where- 
of heis ſtudious in his entertainment, and the 


firſt of theſe, Cleanlineſs. 


| thou (a Gueſt) on a Joyn'd-ſtool canſt ſup, 
And in a ſmall Meſs all the broth ſup up : 
| ſhall at home expe@ thee by Sun-ſet. 
Wine thou ſhalt drink of middleage, and wet 
Minturn#'s gtowth hard by. If thou haſt ought 
That better 1s, command it to be brought, 
And treat thy Hoſt. Already the Logs burn, 
And the ſcowr'd Pans ſhine, on thy ſcore. Adjourn 
Light hopes, and Riches (trife, and Moſto's Cauſe 
Tomorrow; CAs a K's Birth-day gives a Pauſe 
Totoil, and leave to (leep. Withour oftence 
We may ſpin out with chatting Eloquence 
The Summer night, What do l care for wealth, 
Unleſs to uſe 2 *Tis a mad kind of (ſtealth, 
For one to rob himſelf, enrich his Heir. 
Ile quaff; and ſprinkle Roſes, and not care 
Though I'mthought wild for this. The care ettects 
Of Wine ! Love, hid in Bluſhes, it detes : 

Y 2 Hopes 
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Hopes it enſures : it makes the Coward fight : 
Learned the Ignorant: theſad heart light. 
Whom have not flowing Cups eloquent made ? 


Whole debts (though ne're ſo great)have they not 
Tam the man ; and my charge I will make it,(paid? 


(Willing, and not unfit to undertake it) 


To have the Formsclean rabb'd: the Napkins ſuch 


As may not curl] our Noſes up to touch : 
That in the Platters thou may'ft ſee thy face : 
That no falſe Brother carry from the place 
Ought that is ſpoke : that all of a ſuit be, - 


Septimius £ Brutus £ Sure Cards, theſe. Let's ſee: 


Then (if not taken up with better chear,- 
Or by his Girl) Sabinzs ſhall be here. 


Each Gueſt may bring his ſhadow. But the ſwext 


Will be offenſive, if too cloſe we ſet. 
Thy number, write : and (all _— laid aſide) 
Thy Clients bobb'd, outat the back door glide, 


EPISTLE VI. By A. B. 
T7 NUMICIUS. 
Not to trouble himſelf with worldly matters, 


MN QOmicizs to admire nothing at all, 
Which in this world to Mortals may befal}, 
Is oe, 1t not the oxly thing, which can 
Make and contirue thee a happy man. 

Ph:iloſopty renders ſome men ſo bold, 
They're not affrighted when they do behold 


The 


d! 
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'UThe Sur and Stars ſo variouſly appear, 


In all the different ſeaſoxs of the year : 

Orin unuſual zotzons, why ſhould'ſt thou 

Be more tranſported with the things below ? 

Why ſhould'ſt thou mind the zreaſures of the earth, 

Thoſe Gums to which Arabia gives birth ? 

Or Silver, Gold, and precious Genes, with which 

Both [zdies do the reſt o'th* world enrich ? 

Pleaſure or Honour, or thole gifts which come 

From the (elf. ended Citizens of Rome, 

With what a »zind and look, ſhould theſe things be 

Poſſeſs'd, or but refleFed on by thee ? 

He that the contrary to this does fear, 

His paſſzons like th* Admirers paſſions are. 

A mind diſturb'd, which way ſoe're it come, 

On one fide and the other is troubleſome ; 

And ſudden apprehenſion of all things, 

To thoſe that fear or love much terror brings. 

What 1s 1t to the purpoſe, whether we 

Defrre and fear, and fad or joyful be? 

Who when a thing befals him, bad or good, 

[t more, or other, than he thought it wou'd 

Doth preſently look blank upon't, and grow 

Aſtoniſh'd both in mind and body too. 

The wiſeman isan Aſs, the juſt nan grows 

Unjult, if they would be too vertuors. 

Go now, and gaze upon thy maſhe plate, 

Thy Braſs and Marble Pi/ars made tor State; 

Thy coſtly Hangings of rich Tapeſtry, 

And coltly Garments of the Tyrian Die, 

And hug thy ſelf when thou ſhalt 7hoyſard; (ee, 

While thou art making ſpeeches, gaze on thee. 
T1 Riſe 
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Riſe early in the morn, away toth' Ha, 
And till *tis late at »7eht there tug and bawl, 
Leſt Mxtizs grow rich before thee, he, 
Who is by birth inferiour much to thee. 
Shall ſuch a ſzeaking fellow, as he is, 


Be thy example, when thou ſhould'ſt be his? 


&« What Cre is hidden time will bring to light, 


& And that will vaniſh, which now ſhines ſo wy 
« Nay thou, who on th' Exchange, and at the Hall 


& Art ſo well known, and honour'd too by all, 
« Forſaking all theſe things, muſt go at laſt 


« Where our Fore-fathers are, whoſe days are paſt- 


If thou do'lt any ſharp diſeaſe endure, 
Ule all thy Wits to get a preſent cure. 


©« Wik thou live well 2 who would not ? Vertuei 


« The only way to gain true happineſs. 

And therefore all thy vanities thrown by, 
To it conragior ſly thy mind apply. 

« Make that thy buſineſs, and do not ſuppoſe 
© That totalk wnch is to be vertuons. 

That words together put will vertue prove, 
As Trees together put will makea Grove. 
But it wealth be thy aim, purſue thy Trade, 
Take heed noothcr Merchaxt do invade 


Thoſe Ports thou trafhck'(ſt to, and take from the: 


Thy bu{nefſes which now ſo gainful be. 
Heap up a thouſand Talents, then one more, 


Add a third thouſand, and then make 'um tour. 


*« This mighty Monarch Money to us jends 


&* Fair Wives, great Portions, Reputation, Friends, 
« 1 his makes us Noble, though our Birth be baſe, 


** And gives our perſons comelineſi and grace ; 


T4 That 
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«That man who has his pockets lin'd with chink, 
« Al} men ingenious and handſome think, 

The Cappadocian King, though he had ſtore 

Of Slaves, was in's Exchequer very poor ; 

But be not thou like that unhappy King, 

T abound 1n one, and not in every thing. 
Lucullus was delir'd (the ſtory ſays ) 

To lend a hundred Cloaks for ſome new Plays. 
Where ſhould I have ſo many Cloaks (ſaid he) 
But yet Ile look, and wharlT have ſend t'ye, 

A little after this he ſends them word, 

That he 5000 Garments could afford, 

Which in his houle lay by unknownto him, >, 
And that they might have part or all of them. 
That houſe is much unfurniſh'd where there arg 
Not many things ſuperfluous, and to ſpare ; 
Goods which the Owner knows not of, but may 
Be unconcern'd when they are (toln away. 

If (as Mimmermss laid) nothing can be 
Delightfome without love and jollity : 

Then live in love and jollity; farewel ; 

If thou of any betcer Rules canſt te]I 

Than theſe, Impart them to me candidly ; 

If not, I pray, make uſe of theſe with me. 


—— 


The ſame by J. W. Eſq; 


F then, wealth only makes, and keeps man bleſt, 
Make that thy art of works, and leave it laſt ; 
It publick Hozoxr ; buy ſome progging Slave, 
May point thee who goes by, what xames they have 
Y 4 Pluck 
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Pluck thee by th? ſleeve, and tell thee ſuch or ſuch 
Are worth your hand , you can't reach't out toy 
His iztereſt lies here, and t'others there, (much; 
Make 'um yourfriends, and you are Conſul clear. 
Thus putting on a pleaſant face to all, 

As their years are, this Soz, him Father call. 

It eating be the buſineſs, let's away 

In order to't z weſtay too long: 'tis day ; 

Rouſe our dull Servants, make one take the Nets, 
Another hunting Poles, a third the Spear, 

And fo returning through the gaping Fair, 
Lead a tall Myle home laden with a Boar, 

Not kilÞd (as they ſuppoſe) but bought before, 
Let's bathe on a full ſtomach, as forgot 
Whether convenient for our health, or not. 
Right Cerztes, lawleſs : very Greeks that think 
Their Country far of leſs eſteem than drink. 

If (as Mimnermws) nothing's tobe done 

That has not Love, and Pleaſure in't, Let one 
Live, and fare well ; and it you've better chear, 
Impart it pray, if not, be merry here. 


—————— 


EPISTLE VH. By A.B. 
16 MACENAS. 


That Liberty is more acceptable to a Friend, than 
coſtly Entertainment. 


I Promis'd, when TI left you liſt, *ris true, 
Within five days to come again to you 


Into 
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h Into the Country, and you look'd for me 

09 JAll Avguſt long, to come accordingly 3 

b; Jet T have fail d you, now Tletell you why; 

Not that I flight ſuch worthy company 3 

But your hard drinking kills me. I profels, 

*You'ld love me better, if you'ld love me leſs. 

If you'ld have me live lozg and bealtbfully, 

Give me now I am well that /iberty 

Which wereI ſick, I'm ſure you would allow, 

For I fear ſickneſs, though I'm healthy now. 

In theſe hot Dog-days, when each little thing 
That ſtirs the blood, does mortal (ickne(s bring. 
Autumn the Sextons harveſt, when we meet 
Mourners and Funerals in every ſtreet : 

When women ſend their Children out, for fear 
They ſhould be ſtifled by the Czty air. 

The Lawyers venting mercenary breath, 

Brings Fevers and (a happy riddance!) death, 

But when the Winter comes, and Heav'n beſtrews 
The ſhabbed ground with frequent ſroſts and ſnows; 
Then comes your Poet to the waters lide, 

Where he t indulge his body will abide, 

And (tudy very little. And (it you 
Will give me leave) Ile wait upon you too 
her: gentle Zephyr blows (as Poets ling) 

And the firſt Swallow uſhers in the Spring. 

Your tavours do exrich me, not hike thoſe 
Which the Calabrian Inn-keeper beſtows 3 
Who with crabb'd choaky Pears his gueſts did 
And rudely over-prefſed them to eat. (treat, 
Eat (if you love me) all theſe Pears, ſays he; 

No (tays the gueſt) I thank you heartily, 


Toe 
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Foeeat enowgh already. Put up, pray, | Wee 
Thoſe you cann't eat, and carry them away, uve | 
(Says the free Hoſt:) No (replies the Gueſt) re to 

ou are too liberal to me in your Feaſt. 4 you 


Nay fill zour pockets, (quoth the __— tos | | w 


Are grateful preſents to your Girls and Boys. Toyo 
I'm - —_ olie'd t you (lays his friend et 
As if with Pears you me home loaden ſend. Thoſe 
Do as you pleaſe (ſays the Hoſt) but what you leave, Not fi 
Poe Hogs which will be ready to receive. That « 


« Thus Prodigals and fools are free of that Yo 
« Which theſe do vair ſrzght, thoſe vainly hate: Bndl 
Such roots ingratitude do always bear, \ Fai 
And will yield only that from year to year; Nor { 
Whilſt he that is both good and wiſe declares, JTry x 
That he from worthy men himſelt prepares All th 


And can|diſcern good men from bad, as well Twa 
As hecan ſilver trom braſs- money tel], Gn © 

'Tis my deſign to anſwer th' expeQation To 1 
Of all the worthy perſons in the Nation, A He 
But if youl'd have me neverleave you more, What 


My tormer ſtrength of body, pray reſtore ; I an 
My black curl'd /ocks, which on my forehead gren,}] 4rd 


And my bewitching nimble tongue renew. Plair 
Revive my witty merry ſprightly vain, Ther, 
And in my Cups my amorous flames againz | Fitt, 
Oh! make me weep, or run (tark mad, nay die M 
For Love, ifmy coy M;iſtref ſhould deny. Adn 

A little Fox with hunger ſlender wern, But + 
Crept through a crevice in't a hutch of Corn, My 
And, having fill'd his paunch, ſirugled in vain, P 
With his great belly, to get out again : Fro! 

| A Weez/ 
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| Weezle ſþi'd him tugging at the chink, 
Bave him this good advice, Friend, if you think, 
re to creep out, you muſt become as thin 
{ you were when you did at firſt creep in. 
I will apply this Fable, and reſtore 
To you what e're you gave me heretofore. 
[love not to be cramm'd, for | deſpiſe 
Thoſe drowſie Banquets which the Valgar prize : 
, INot for Arabias wealth would I deſtroy 
That eaſe and freedom which I now enjoy. 
You've often prais'd me for my wwodefty, 
ind I've declar'd that you have been tome 
A Father, nay a King, both to your face, 
Nor ſaid T leſs when you were not 1n place. 
Try me, 1f I can chearfully reſign 
All thoſe rich things your bounty has made mine. 
Twas not ill faid by young Telemachwe, 
Son of Ulyſſes, who did anſwer thus 
To has proftering to beſtow 
A Horfe upon him, Sir, [ do not know 
What to do with your Horſe , for Ithaca 
þ an ill place to keep a Horſe in ; Hay 
ind Graſs are very ſcarce there, and there's no 
Plains or Campaign for Horſe to gallop through : 
Therefore ”y keep yorr Preſents, ſor they be 
Fitter by half for you, than th' are for me. 
Mean things become mean men. I now do not 
Admire Romes (tately Palaces a jor, 
But quiet Tybur and Tarentum be 
My aim to live in for my privacy. 
Philippzs, a great Lawyer, when he came 
From pleading home at night, grown old and lame, 
Com- 


1 
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Complain'd much, that the Coxrt too diſtant wa; f, 
From the Carina'sthat's his dwelling place. 
The ſtory tays, that he by chance eſpy'd 
Onetrim'd, that did ''th' Barbers ſhop abide, 
Paring his nails with's Pex-kzife; callsto's boy 
(A Lad that was ingenious to obey 

And quick t'oblerve his Maſters mind ) ſays he, 
Demetrius, (30, 45k and bring word to me 

What yonder idle perſon is, and who, 

And what Patron he is related to ;, 

Where he was born, and what Eſtate he has, 

What his name is, and who his Father was. 

The Boy went, ask'd, and told him preſently, 
Volteius Mena was his name, and he Was 
A Cryer by profeſſion, of a ſmall 

ate, but he giv'ntono vice at all ; 
| nw he = and down did trade to get ook 
Money, then (tay'd at home and liv'd on it ; The] 
Play'd with his little Children when alone, 
Andin a ſmall houſe liv'd, but 'twas his own; That 
Follow'd his bufineſs, but his leiſure days 
Spent at th* Arti/ery gaound, or ſeeing Plays. "rp 
From his own mouth ((ays he) I long to know Arle 


Whether all this which thou relat'ſt be ſo. To B 
Therefore £0 tell bin that his c0/4/pany hn d 
F much defre, pray him come ſup with me. he F 
The Lad gors, comes, and tells his Maſter, Sir, That 
Fold the Gentleman, but he'l not (tir, y 
Neither indeed would he believe that yort boa 
Invited hin, or what I ſaid was true. bl. 
But wond'ring with w_— tis ſtrange! ſays le, In hi 
What ! az old, rich, great Lawyer, and ſo free ! F Volte 


as 


But he was civil. and put off bis hat, 
lunk'd you,as who ſhould jay— here's this for that. 
Did he deny me? — Nes perverſly too, 
nd ſlights, or elſe ſtands much in fear of you. 
Next day the Lawyer in his ſight appears, 
ks he fold Fripery to the Waſtcoateers : 
Gives him the firſt ſalute; ſurpriz'd hereat, 
The baſhful Merchant lowly dotts his hat, 
And goes t' excuſe the meanneſs of his Trade, 
Complains that hethereto a ſlave was made; 
begs Philips pardon, that he did not come 
To Supper, when he was invited home ; 
But that which did ſcem to afIi& him worſt, 
Was that he did not viſit Philip firſt. 
(ome (lays Philippms) you've no other way 
For pardon, but to ſup with me to day. 
Te wait upon you, noble Sir, ſays he. 
The Lawyer tells him, that the hour was three, 
bids him 1'th' interim mind his Calling ſo, 
That he by trading might the richer grow. 
Hetalk'd at Supper what e're came in's way, 
Said what he ſhould, and what he ſhould not ſay : 
At length he takes his leave, and hies him home 
To Bed, Next morning he does thither come, 
And 1s obſerv'd ſo often there to wait, 
And nibble at the Lawyers dangerous bait, 
That he became his Cliext, after that 
He every day at Philips Table fate, 
And on the Holy-days, when there was no 
Pleadings, to Philips Country-houſethey go 
In his brave gilded Coach together, where 


Valteins prais'd the Sabin fields and air : 
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Which 


Which when the Lawyer found , it pleas'd hinffy : 
Says he, My bodies conſtitution's ſuch, (much;(et 


That hither I le fr good and all retire, A: 
And live at eaſe here; only I deſire Ji 
The company of ſuch a friend as you, nd 
That is ſo prudent and ſo chearful too, Retw, 
And if you'll purchaſe ſomething in this Town, 


One hundred pieces I will give you down, To 

And I will lend another hundred t'ye, 

Meerly tenjoy your pleaſant company. 

So (not to make more words on't than I _— 

A \ma]l Farm there , at length the Merc 
bought. 

Now he that was fo ſpruce a Citizen, 
Becameone of the Herd of Countrey-men 
Of Sheep and Oxer's all his talk, and how 
To plant young Trees, and go to Cart and Plongh, 
To all his Studies now he puts an end, 

And to grow rich his mind does wholly bend. | 

But when his Kids were ſtoln,and Sheep did rot, ty: 
His Oxez kill d at Plough, his fields did not 
Brivg forth according to his expectation, 
Griev'd with thele heavy loſles, in a paſſror, 
Hetakes his Horle at ridnight, and away 
To th' Lawyer's houſe, whom when the Lawyer lan 
With ſuch a r»ſti#k diſcontented look, 

You look (ſays he) my friend, as if you took, 
Overmuch care andpains. Truly, \ays he, 

My honoxr'd Patron, if you would call me 
By any name that fits me, let it be 

A miſerable wretch ;, and I intreat 

You by the God's, and all that's good or great, 
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iy all that's dear to you, that youll reſtore 
h:Me to that life which I enjoy'd before. 
As ſoon as Philip had conſidered, what 


nd what he ſodeclin'd, Let him (fays he) 
Return to what he has been formerly. 

What fits us beſt is beſt ;, "tis good and meet, 
To make or ſhooes according to onr feet, 


Jifference there was 'twixt what he would be at, 


—— 


The ſame by S.W. 
ant 

Promis'd but five days from you to ſtay, 
[and now all Azexſt I have been away 
at (dear Mecenas )if you'd have me live 
Luſty and ſtrong, that freedom to me give, 
ow I fear ſftckneſs) as you would allow, 
id bid me take, 1t I indeed were ſo. 
Lxcuſe your friend till ſickly Aztzmm's ore, 
umm thatisin Fanerals never poor 3 
en the fond Mother for her child looks pale, 
id a full Term, and buſineſs crouds the Hall; 
here, whilſt the drudg Sillicitor attends, 
Fever haſtes his Will, and Law-ſuit ends. 
ut if ſharp Winter cloaths the fields with ſnow, 


id Iiving there obſcure, himſelf will ſpare, 
ind only for his Book and Health take care : 
With hopes to viſit you again at Spring, 

d the firſt tidings of it with him bring. 
Not as my Country Hoſt his Peers does force, 
reyou return'd me full 3 Onr fare's but coarſe, 


Br 


our Poet down to your Countrey-houſe will go, 
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Tet feed (tays he) I thank you I've done well, 

Do better then, theſe ſruits we never ſell : 

Your Servant Sir. Nay thofe you ſball take home, 
You will more welcome to your Children come. 

I a7: oblig'd, as much as if Tdid. 

Take what you pleaſe ; but I ſhould thus be rid 

Of that, with which I muſt toth' Hogs be kind. 
Who ſtrait ſhall have, what & re you leave behind. 

* So Fools and Prodigals no gifts beſtyw 

& But what they hate, or what they do not knoy, 


Yet this rank ſoil a thank{eff crop does bear, 
Nor will it better yield another year; 

But a wiſe mar, though he the difference know; 
*T wixt gold, and trifles, when he theſe beltows, 
* For worthy hands, ſays he, they were delign'd; 
*Nor me leſs worthy, fay I, ſhall you find, 
But if I muſt always with you remain, 
Let memy youth and beauty have again ; 
My luſty back, ſmooth forehead, and black hairs 
Now all impaiti'd, or chang'd, by age and cares; 
Return my mirth and rai/ery again, 
And Cynare, whoſe loſs I grieve 1n vain, 

Once on a time, through a very little hole, 
A kungry Fox into an Hen-rooſt ſtole, 
And elutted there with Poultry, all about, 
But all in vain, ſought where he might get out : 
The hole too ſtraight was grown, his paunch too widt, 
Which at a diſtance, when the Weezel ſþy'd, 
« Sir Reynard, ſaid ſhe, you mmſt be as thin 
« If you'd get ont, as when you firſt came in. 
Urge me but thus, Ile quickly all reſign, 


Yet not ſo fooliſh am1 torepine, p 
A 


: 
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And a Swains ſleep, before full tables chuſe, 


| Though for both Indies I'd no freedom lole. 


My modeſty you heretofore have prais'd, 
Nor have I lefs your worth with titles rais'd 5 
Father and King were the worlt names I gave, 
My ſelf in every place [ ([til'd your ſave 3 
And judge you now if I can well reſtore, 

Or unſay what ſo oft has been ſaid ore. 
Telemachus was wiler to retule 


| Great Menelays proffer z ** Poe no uſe 


& For Conrſers, ſaid he, nor havewe good feed, 
*Or running with us, for ſo high a breed. 
® Rather, great Atreus Sor thy gifts retain, 
* And let them, where they better ſuit, remain 
Alittle does a little man content, 
Give me no Palace, but a Tenement 3 
& Cottage at Tarentum will ſuthice, 
And Rowe compar'd with Tybrr I'll deſpiſe, 

Philip the famous Orator, one day 
As from the Bar he came, and thought the way 
To him grown old, and wearied with the throng, 
Thence to his Chamber,ne're ſeem'd halt fo long, 
*keing 1th? ſhade, cloſe by a Barbers door, 
Onenewly trim'd, that with light knife ran o're 
Ech ſingle nail, and pair'd it with ſuch grace 
As if he ſtudied ro out-trica his face ; 
*(70 (faid he to his boy ) exquire his Name, 
* What Father, whoſe Retainer, whence he came £2 
*He's call'd4 Volteius Mena (ſays the boy) 
"A Cryer, that does little wealth enjoy, 
*But agood Name,(that to th' whole world is known;) 
* Who ſometimes buſine ſs has. and ſometimes u0Nne. 

Z 


6 Ju 'ſt 
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&« Juſt enough for a livelihood, which yet by © 
&« He does as freely ſpend (he ſays) as get. 

&« Of mean acquaintance, but a houſe of 's own, 

& And when he's either tir'd, or work quite done, 

« Can to a Play or Wreſtling wager go. 

& All this I from himſelf defire to know, 
*Replics the Sage) bid him to ſupper come 

& This night, whilſt I before walk ſoftly home. 
* How now ! Az't pleaſe you Sir, he'd ſcarce believe 
&* I came from you, and wond' ring did receive 
«The invitation. What elſe? And by me 

& Returns his thanks. Deny 'd then mult I be ? 


& I think ſo, and he you does ſcorn or fear, f 
* Or elſe invited thus, would ſcarce forbear. 
Philip next morning, as to Court he went, 
Menas good morrow did with his prevent, And 
And greeting gave the day, and eaſe from cares, but 1 
As to the People he expos'd his Wares. [he | 
Volteizs to excuſe himſelf began, ths C 
His pedling trade, and mercenary Chair, am 
That his commands he had not ſought at home, "94 


Nor was ſo happy as to ſee him come ; 
« All this I'll pardon (ſaid the Counſeller ) Who 


* But on condition you no more defer = 
&* Tour conting to me, whom ] now invite "s 


6 'The ſecond time, to ſup with me this night. | 
* Ton ſhall command me, (Mena faid 5) Let three "Un 
«* ( Philip return'd ) the lateſt minute be { 
* Till then your buſineſs mind—But Supper's comey, 1 

Where when they'd freely talkt, my Gueſt go, , 
Yet like a Fiſh that nibbles at the palt (hone, 174 
So long, that by the gills he's caught at laſt; 
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jy often viſits he becomes more bold, 

Turns Client, and unbid a room does hold 

At every Feaſt z by Philip is delir'd, 

Togo where i'th' Vacation heretir'd : 

And out they ride. Mexza commends the air, 

And Sabine fields, with fruits all gay and fair. 

Which Philip hears and ſmiles; but mrirth and eaſe, 

What may himſelf, or new retairer pleaſe, 

king his care, he gives him fifty pounds, 

And lends him fifty more to buy ſuch grounds ; 

Which done (for I'll make all the haſte I can) 

My Czty-Cryer 1s turn'd Conntry-man : 

Prunes his grown Vizes,can (toutly hold the Plow, 

Climb a tall Elm, and trim its higheſt bough 3 

Dies at his labour, and with care grows old, 

And equals nothing to fat Land, but Gold, (rot, 

but when his Goats by Thieves, Sheep fell by th 

The field his hopes and charges anſwer'd not, 

lis Cattel dy'd, his Oxe at plough was (lain, 

iimſelf no longer able toreſtrain, 

At midnight up he gets, and in a rage 

Rode poſt to Philips houſe, his furtheſt ſtage 3 

Whom as the Lawyer ſaw all rough with hair, 

ind never ſhav'd ſince they together were 

*Polteius, ſaid he, you too thoughtful look, 

*As if more care than what is fit, you took, 

*Undone good Patron, (aid he, I'm undone, 

* And by the name of Wretch muſt hence be known: 

"By your ſelf therefore, and the Gods y' adore, 

4 Tour own good (Genius, I your help implore, 

*That but this once you'd eaſe me of my pain, 

* And turn me to my former life again. - 
L 2 c 
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He whoſe paſt ſtate the preſent doth excel, Thi 
Let him take quickly up it he'd do well, Ant 
Return in time; for reaſon this requires, « At | 
That a mans own foot meaſure his delires. To 
Afcet 

BER How 
EPISTLE VIII. By A. B. 6k | 

He al 

To CELSUS. |t he 

That 


This 

6 As 
O when bid thee Muſe, and wiſh my friend _ 

_ÞJ Celſws, who now on Claudixs does attend 

As Secretary and companion too ; 

Much health bid him, Live merrily, and do 

His buſineſs prudently, and if he doubt 

What kind of buſineſs I am now about ; 

Tell him I promiſe exc'l{ext things, but I 

At preſent live not well, nor pleaſantly. 

Nor 'cauſe the Hail-ſtorm broke our Vines, nor yt $ 

Becauſe our Olives by the immoderate heat | 

Are ſbrivel/'d up, nor cauſe my Flocks that lie JAnd 


That preferment ſhould not tranſport him, 


In Fields remote are fick, but becauſe I That 
Am ſick 1n mind more than in body; for Aa 1 
I can't endure to hear what men ſay, nor kece 
To learn a Phyſical receipt that may ho 
My great diſtemper cure or but allay. tle th 
My learn'd and true Phyſician me offends, Tob, 


bette 
[nev; 


Wha 


And I do peeviſhly rail at my friends, 
Becauſe they offer to deliver me 
Out of my much bewitching Lethargy; 


Cc Tho 


c Yook 1. EPISTLES. 341 


Thoſe things which hurt me moſt I moſt purſue, 
And what is good for me I ſtill eſchew, 
At Rome I Tybur love, and when I'm come 
*To Tybur, I am mad to be at Rome. 
\fter all this, ask how he does, and know 
— Bow he proceeds, and how all matters go. 
kk him how he doesClaudizs pleaſe, and how 
?and the Regiment do cotton now : 
he ſays, Well; tell him, I'm glad to hear 
That happy News 3 then whiſper in his ear 
This truth; © In this promotion, Celſus, we 


"Ar thou demean'ſt thy ſelf, will value thee. 


nd 


DO — 


EPISTLE IX. By A. B. 
T7 CLAUDIUS NERO. 
On behalf of a Friend, 


«/TReat Sir, Septimizs underſtands how vaſt 
That Princelylove is which on me you caſt, 
And by entreaties hath prevail'd with me, 
That I ſhould praiſe him and preſent him t'ye 
\sa man worthy every where to be 
Recelv*d into your breaſt and Family, 
Who only worthy men and things ele@. 
tle thinks 'm honour'd with that great reſpect 
lobe your boſom friend, he knows my power 
better than I my ſelf, for till this hour 
[never tri'd it on you, and I us'd 
What arguments I could to be excus'd: 
of L 3 But 
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But fearing leſt I might too far diſown 
Thoſe Princely favours you on me have thrown, 
And ſo bethought ſuch a diſſembling EIf, 
That's only beneficial to my ſelf, 

Therefore that I may not be thought to be 
Ingrateful (that's the worſt of Infamy) 

I've put on ſuburb-brows, and if you can 
Once pardon a zeceſſitated man, 

Who waves his »2odeſty to ſerve his friend, 
Accept this perſon which I recommend 
Into your Houſhold, and take this from me, 
A ſtouter, better man you ne're did ſee. 


= 


EPISTLE XK. By Sir R. F. 
To FUSCUS ARISTIUS. 


He praijes toFuſcus Ariſtius (a lover of the City) tk 
Country life, with which himſelf was delighted, and 
recounts the ſeveral Commodities thereof. With 
deters him from ambition , which accompanies it 


City life, not that of the Country. 


T7 Fuſcus, the Towns Lover, health I wiſh, 
That love the Conntry:dificring much in thi, 
In all elſe twins, Both like, diſlike, what either : 
A pair of old Doves bred of Eggs together. 
Thou keep'(t the Neſt : I love to fie abroad, 
To haunt ſweet Brooks, the moſlie Grot, & Wood 
What would'ſt thou have ? Tlive and reign, whe! 
Have ſhun'd thoſe things ihox praiſeſt to the oi 
n 


Yi 
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And like a Comfit-makers Prentice fled, 

Cloy'd with Preſerves,am better pleas'd with bread. 

If one would live with all conveniencies, 

And firſt in building the foundation 15, 

Where doth frank Nature thruſt out ſuch a breaſt 

As in the Country, with all good things blelt ? 

Where 1s 1t that the Winter's warmer ? where 

Tocool the Dog-(tars bite, is freſher air, 

And the fierce Lion's rage, when all his heat 

Th' exalted Sun pours in, to makeit great ? 

Where does leſs envious care our (leeps diſpel? 

Do Floors of Pariaz Marble look or ſmell, 

Like Flowers? The water when it heaves to burſt 

The leaden Pipes with which 1n {treets 'tis forc'd, 

Runs it ſo pure, as when melodioutly 

It quavers1n the Rivers Falls? Ev'n he 

Aﬀects t'have Trees, whoin the City builds, 

And that his houſe ſhould but ſurvey the fields. 

Drive Nature with a Pitch-fork out, ſhe'l back 

Victorious ({pight of State ) by'a ſecret Track. 

He that wants skill right Scarlet to deſcry 

From counterfeit, will not more certainly 

Be couzen'd 1n a Shop, then he ſhall be 

That knows not true from falſe felicity. 

Him, whom a proſp'rous State did too much 
pleaſe 5 

Chang'd, it will ſhake. What thou admir'dſt with 
eaſe 

Thou canſt not quit. Fly great things: In a Cell, 

Kings, and the Friends of Kings, thy life may excel. 

The Stag ſuperiour both in Arms and Force, 

Out of the Common Paſlture drove the Horſe - 

L 4 Until 


244 EPISTLES. Book 1. 


Until thevanquiſh'd after a long fight 
Pray*d Max's affiſtance, and receiv'd the Bit - 
But, having beat the Victor, could not now 
Bit trom his Mouth,nor Man from his Back throw, 
So he that fearing Poverty, hath ſold 
Away his Liberty; better than Gold, 
Shall carry a proud Lord upou his back, 
And ſcrve for cver, 'cauſe he could not lack. 
Who fits not his Mind to it, his Eſtate 
If /ittle, pinches him , throws him, if great. 
Wiſely (A&1ST1usS)thou wilt like thy lot, 
And wilt chide me it mine content Me not : 
It moreI cark for, or if morel crave. 
Who e'rehas money, either 'tis his Slave, 
Or 'tzs his Maſter, as when two men tug 
At a Ropesends: W are dragg'd unleſs we drag, 
Giv'n in Vacation,at that * Goddeſs Cell. 
Save that I have not thee, perfedly well. 


* The Remans adored Puacation as a Goddeſs, by t he name of Yacuns, 


EPISTLE XI, By S. IW. 


To BULLATIUS. 


That ÞFelicity con{:ſts not in any Place or Condition, 
but in tranquility of the Mind. 


Ow you have Lesbos, and fair Samos (cen, 
At Sardis, Colophon, and Smyrna been, we: 
SIN & at 


l, 
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What think'ſt thou, good Bulatias, is all true 

That fame reports? (for ſhe knows leſs than you.) 
Do they exceed the Common voice, or are 

Their fields, with ours, unworthy to compare F 
[not our Tyber better than their Seas ? 

Or which o'th* Aſcatique Cities pleaſe ? 

Does Lehedws, becaule you reſted there, 

And found that eaſe, you elſe ſought every where? 
Tis a poor place indeed to Gabiz, 

Yet there I'de chooſe to live retir'd and die ; 
(Forgetting all, of all my friends forgot) 

Whom though they pity, yet they exvy not. 
Where from the ſhore I might behold the Mair, 
And rate my pleaſures by anothers pain. 

Yer neither he, that does from Capxa come, 

Wet to the skin, and on his way to Rome, 

Would take an 1» for home, or think a fire 

Or $tove,though numb'd with cold, his chief defirez 
And ſeek no further, but his kind ſtars bleſs, 

As one arriv'd to pertect happineſs: 

Nor for a (torm ſhould you forſwear the Sea, 

And ſell your Bargque, that you reveng'd might be. 
To one that's fate Mit'leze and Rhodes are Fir, 
But as Furs in Summer, Silks in Winter are: 

As Tiber 1s to ſwim 1n when it ſnows, 

And as a fire I'th' midſt of Auguſt ſhows, 

While Fortune ſmiles, lct Rhodes be prais'd at Rome, 
Chios and Samos fairelt are at home. 

Uſe the ſweet Intervals the Gods allow, 

Nor till next year put off what may be Now. 

That every place alike may ſcem to thee, 


And thou alike content in any be. 
IF 


346 
If prudent Reaſon ſetsno bound to Care, 


Norcan thoſe Lands that bounds toth' Oceaz are: 


And he that reaches them too late, ſball find 
The place is only chang'd, and not his Mind. 
And yet we ride, and fail, and journeys make, 
Or happineſs to find, or too'retake 

That which thou ſeek'(t is ready at thy hand, 
And Ulubre may be the happy lard ; 

For (triend) an even Soul can make it there, 
And what we no where find, have every where. 


EPISTLE XII. By A. B. 
To ICCIUS. 
That the uſe of Eſtates makes men rich. 
WW? y do'{t thou murmur [cciws, and repine, 


Becauſe Agrippa's wealth is more than thine! 
Thou art his Steward if thou rightly uſe 
Thoſe fruits which his Sicilian lands produce 
Jove himſelf can't give thee a greater ſtore, 
Therefore leave off complaining that thou'rt poor: 
&« For he's not poor, whom Fortune does produce 
« What ere is neceſſary for his uſe. 
* If thou canſt get good Diet, and warm (loaths, 
« Cafars Eſtate car't give thee more than thoſe. 
© If at a Table ſtor d with various meat, 
« Thou canſt abſtemiouſly a Salad eat, 
« Thou by that vertue wilt as wealthy be, 
« As if kind fortune had ſhowr'd Gold on thee; 

cc 
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« For thy firws ſoul will above money ſoar, 
* And thou wilt think all things inferiouw 
«To amiable Vertue, which alone, 

«To good men,is enide and companion. 
Men wondred at Democritus when he 


Sate in his Study, and his Hogs did ce 

Root up his Corn-field, and his Garder ſpoil, 
And he fate ſtudying wconcerr'd the while; 
His thoughts were ſet on higher things, and thou 
Wilt be as great an admiration now, 

Who in this ſcabbed avaritiozs time, _ 

Mind'{t nothing wear, but aim'{t at things ſublizee. 
What bounds the Sea, what makes it ebb and flow, 
What makes the year round ſo exaGly go; 

Whether the Planets move by their own power, 

Or do obey ſome cauſe ſuperiour ; 

From whence th' Eclipſes of the Moon proceed, 

And how ſhe's from her obſcuration ſreed. 

What means the jarring ſympathy of things ; 

And whether good or evil from it ſprings 3 

Whether Empedocles deſerve our Faith, 

Or that berighter which the Stoick ſaith. - 

But whether thou delight'(tto feed on Fiſk, 

Or only Leeks and Onions be thy diſh ; 

Receive my good friend Groſphas courteoutly, 
And grant him freely what he asks of thee; 

* For he has ſo much modeſty and wit, 

*© That he'l ack nothing but what's juſt and fit : 

« Friendſhip doth come to a low market when 

* Any thing 's lack'd by good and worthy men. 

But 'cauſe perhaps you have a mind to know, 
How all affairs here in our C:ty go; 

Aerip- 
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Aerippa's valour has Cantabria won, 

Th' Armenians too by Nero are o'rethrown. 
Phraates does great Ceſars laws obey, 

And on his knees ſubmit to th* Roman ſway : 
Beſides this ſeaſonable harveſt yields 

A plenteous crop 1n our [tal;ar fields. 


EPISTLE XIIL By A. 3. 
170 VINIUS ASELLA. 
F InſiruTions for preſenting his Poems to Auguſtus, 


S I have oftentimes, and long {ince too, 
A Inſtrutted thee; when thou to Coprt do'lt go, 
(Dear Vis) Vid have my Poems be 
Preſented to Augyſtzs ſeal'd by thee, 
When he is well, and of a chearful mind, 
And when to read them he 1s well inclin'd. 
Do not by much officiouſneſs offend, 
Or hurt me, whom thou ſtudi'{t to befriend : 
Nor yet make men my Poems to contemn, 
Becauſe thou i-zportunely protier'lt them. 
But if the Volume of my book ſhould be 
So cumberſome, thatit ſhould weary thee, 
I'd rather thou ſhould'ſt throw them quite away, 
Than on thy ſhoulders them like Dorſers lay : 
And ſo make thy paternal name, becauſe 
"Tis A724, to (ignihie an A/s; 
And make thy ſelf a Table-talk, and be 
Ridicultzs to all poſterity. 
Set 
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Set all thy ſtrength to't; paſs through thick and 
And whenth'haſt had thy will and entred in(thin, 
To Ceſar's preſence, uſe the matters ſo, 

That prying Conrtiers may not come to know, 
That thou a load of Poetry do'(t bear 

Under thy arm, as if a Ryſtick, were 

Carrying a Lamb, or drunken Pyrrhia 

Carried the ſtoln £»iVs of Yarn away: 

Or as a Terant when he gets a Rowſe, 

Carries his Cap and Shooes from's Landlords houſe. 

Nor tell the Vulgar that thou ſweat'ſt to bear 
Lines which will pleaſe both Ceſars eye and ear. 
And though th'art courted ne'reſo much, preſs on, 
Shew no body a line— Well get thee gone, 

Farewe], be careful that thou err'ſt not, and 

If thou e'relov'(t me, break not my command. 


— 


EPISTLE XIV, By R.T. 
To bis BAILIFE. 
The difference betwixt a Country life and a City life. 


'T ou Bailiff of my Woods and pleaſant Field, 
Which ſerv'd ave dwellers once , and us'd to 
Five Burgeſſes for Baria, by thee now (yield 
Contemn'd, let's try who weeds beſt, I or you; 
Whether my mind or eromnd be better nll'd, 
Which is the better, Horace or his field. 
Though Lamias pity mourning th' haſty fate 
Of's Brother raviſht from him do create 

Occa- 
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Occalion for my longer ſtay at Rome, 

Than ordinary, yet my heart's at home, ., 
That ſtrives to break all ſtops, for I prefer 

The Country, thou the Town as happier. 

Who likes anothers fortune, hates his own, 

He is a fool that does accuſe the Town 

Or Connirey either, and does falſly find 

Fault with the place, when all the fault's in mind, 
Which never flies it ſelf ; when you were lave 
To th* Baths, and liv'd in Town ; you us'dto crave 
With filent Prayer to beremov'd to go 

To be a Country man; now being (o 

You covet Baths, Plays, and the Town ; you ſee 
I'm conſtant, and when buſineſs urges me 
(Which I of all things hate) to Roweel part 
From thence, ſad and afflicted at my heart. 

Our fancies don't agree : what you deſpiſe 

He lrkes thatis of my mind, and decries 

What you commend ; to ſuch a ſtrange degree 
Are odds at preſent brought 'twixt thee and me, 
A jolly Whore, and Un@ious Sack does move 

(I fee 1t well) thee to this earneſt love 

Of th' City, and becauſe my ground yields quicker 
Pepper and Frankincenſe, than Grapes tor liquor : 
Belides another grievance is, you lack 

A Neighbouring Tavers to afford you Sack. 
And a ſhe Minſhrel that you to her ſound 


May dance o're the preſt earth ſome blundering 
round; 
And yet thouti{”ſt the ground, which lately Spades 
Ne're toucht, and feed'(t with care th' unharneſsd 
Jades. 


By 
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By thee the Rzver too in time of need 

By Damms 1s taught to ſpare the Sunny Mead : 
Now, go to, and what thus divides us hear; 

Me who ſoft Robes and powder'd hair did wear, 
And us'd with ſparkling Cynara to ſport 

Freely, and drink till zzdnight 3 now a ſhort 
$pper contents, and {Jeep upon the Graſs 

On a Bank-fide, by whichſome (tream does pals ; 
Nor do I yet believe it is a ſhame 

Once to be wild, but never to be tame, 

No body there does look askew with ſpite, 

Or with black hatred poiſon or back-bite 

Me when I thrive, none envies there my gains, 
My Neighbours joy with me when I take pains; 
The City fare with Servants you do long 

Toeat, and crowd yourfelt into the throng. 
The ſubtle ſ/avethat waits, and's call 'd all hours, 
Envies thy uſe of Cattel, Wood and Flowers : 
The Oxe would be for th' Saddle, th' Horſe for Plow, 
Let all (ſay I) uſe well the Art they know. 


——__— 


EPISTLE XV. By R.N. Gent. 


To VALA. 
The pleaſure of Travelling. 


Rithee, good Vala, write, what kind of Air, 
What ſort of Mez,and what their Manners are 
AtVelizand Salernws; For I fee 
The Baian waters are not good for me 
And 
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And ſo Antonixs tells me.. And 'tis this 


That in the Winter I cold Waters uſe : 
Truly their Myrtle Groves thus to refule, 


For being rare in curing of the Gout, 
Muſt make them grumble, But theſe men, t 
Cure a weak Stomach,or a Head that's ill, 
With colder ſprings, to Gabii muſt repair, 
Where colder Waters are, and colder Air. 


Goes toward Baia, I divert his Courſe, 
And tell him *tisnot thither I muſt go ; 
And then inrag'd I curb him in, and fo 


A Horſes ears are in his bridled mouth. 
I prithee write which of the two excels 


In Bread ; and whether I out ot the We/s, 
Or out of Ciſterns muſt the waters take. 


In th' Country any Diet doth me pleaſe ; 
T love good Wine, when T gonear the Seas. 


And make me brisk when toa Girl I go. 


Whole Rivers greateſt ſtore of Fiſhes breed 


When Mzvixs had his Patrimony ſpent 


Book 1, 


That makes the Baians take it much amils, 


Thus light their, Baths fo talk'd of all about, 


hat will 


But I'm advis'd to change, and when my Horſe 


Make him to under(tand me; For, in truth, 


I come not for their Wizes, but Waters ſake. 


Wine, that will drive away all Cares, and will 
With ſwelling Hopes through Veins and Soul diſti!, 
Wine that will make my tongue with words to 


( flow, 


Write me which place moſt Hares and Bores doth 


; (feed, 


That thence I may both Fat and Fair come home; 
For thee to write, and me believe's all one. 


Protuſely, then to live by's Wits he meant, 


And 


By t 
Viey 


| 
. 
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And turn'd a Jeſter, roving to and fro, 

And made no difference 'twixt Friend or Foe, 

But jcer'd atall. One that would ſwallow more 

Down his wide Throat, than would a Common» 
ſhore, 

What e're he got went down his Gts, and when 

He miſt of better fare abroad, he then 

Would feed on Guts and Garbage, and eat up 

Of that more than three rav/noxs Bears would ſup. 

When pincht with want, held ſay cach Glwttons gut 

Was to beſear'd 3 But when he'd got a glut 

Ot better fare, and all conſum'd, he'1d ſay 

No wonder it Eſtates are ſpent this way, 

For there's no pleaſure underneath the Sun, 

Like Feaſting, and a Belly like a Tin. 

$0I in want commend thethrifty Fare, 

And eat ſuch Victuals as the coarſeſt are; 

But when | light on better food, I then 

fay thoſe are wiſe, and thoſe the happy men 

That live in plenty where they can behold 

Houſes and Lord//ips purchas'd with their Gold. 


—_—__ 


EPISTLE XVI, By R. T. 


To QUINTIUS. 
A Deſcription of a Good Man. 


Sk me no more my 2%intivs, whether I 
Can in my Farm grow rich by Husbandry, 
By the retail of Apples, Oyl, or Wine : 
View but the Model of whatl1 call nine. 
A a An 
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An entire Mountain, ſever'd by a low 

Vale, yet it is not altogether {ſo 

Obſcure, but that the morning Sun looks on, 

The evening airs it, e're he will be gone. 

Youcan't but praiſe the C/;zmate: Come,what though 

My Quick-ſets are not Black-berry, or $loe, 

The Kerneldoes as well, if I can pleaſe, 

And fat my ſtock with Acorzs, take mine eaſe 

Under a (ſhady Oak, you mult confeſs 

To this, Tarentum is a Wilderneſs, 

Water'd beſides with ſuch a Sprize, it may 

Adopt a River, Hebrss it (elf, nay, 

Thrace cannot equal it, approv'd for all 

Head maladies: 'tisa purge natural, 

In Autumn "tis this ſweet retirement plealcs, 

This keeps me proof (believ't) againlt Diſcaſes, 

Rome ſays, yes boaſts, you only happy are : 

All is not true menſay : Indeed I tear 

They know more than your felt does : He that 

Be fo, muſt benot only wiſe, but good. (wou'd 

If at your Dizzer you ſhould have a fit 

Of a chill Agze ſhake you, would you fit 

(Becauſe your Gueſts ſay you look well) and cat 

Until you can no longer hold your meat ? 

He is a modeſt Fool that won't diſcloſe 

He has a clap before it reach his Noſe. 

If one ſhould tell you of a Vi@ory 

You lately had on Land, others by Sea, 

Buzzing into your ears, that it is known 

To Jove, you ſought Romes ſafety, not your own: 

You know this is the great Auguſt#s's due: 

It when they call you Virtzoſo, do l 
ou 


| 


* | One night from home, or wrong'd you : muſt I ſay 
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You make anſwer to the name, or can 

You ſay I am that learned Gentleman 2 

[do believe there's hardly one of us 

But may be ſometimes (til'd 72gernoxs ; 

Yet he that ſaid ſo, can you know unſay 

To Morrow all that e're he ſaid to day : 

As a brib'd Juſtice muſt if {2ſar pleaſe, 

Give up his Patent, take his Writ of Eaſe. 

If the Unconſtant Crowd ſhall ſay, Let go, 
You aren't the men we prais'd : it muſt be ſo, 
What if I'mfollow'd with a Hue and cry, 
Stop Thief, he has committed Byrglary; 

Or if my Piows Neighbors ſhould preſent 
Me, a Looſe Liver or incontinent. 

Nay, what if at the Seſſions I am try'd 

By a nice Jury for a Parricide ; 

[t I am ſure, and know my Conſcience clear, 
ShallI then bluſh, or elſe look pale for fear ? 
Falſe Honour pleaſes, but falſe Infamy 

Afrights : Whom 2 Thoſe that love to hear a lye, 
Iwonder who 'tis you call good : Your fine 
And learned Barriſter that can untwine 
Statutes, quote Reports, Books of Entires, pare 
The Law, and ſplit out Juſtice to a hair ; 

He that can knowingly give Evidence, 

And ſmooth both Parties to a Reference! 


Yet there is ſcarce one Houſe in the whole Town, 


But whiſpers this man K ve, for all his Gown. 
If my man tell me thus; Sir, I ne're lay 


Be gone? Ile never trouble thee 3 IF he 
Says he never committed Felony : 


Aa 2 Muſt 
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Muſt I not proſecute, but ſay, Be free, 

"Tis pity thou ihould'ſt ere be hang'd by me; 
I am a Godly, Pious, Sober man? 

Yes, yes 3 but do you think Sabe/z4 can 
Believe all this? The VVolf the trap eſchews, 
The Hawkand Kite flie the ſuppoſed nooze. 
Good men will hate all Wickedneſs, becauſe 

They Vertue love more than they fear the Laws. 
Youif you think you can cheat handſomely, 
All's one, whether Clergy or Laity. 
Although it is a {mall loſs, if you nimn 

But one Bean from a Quarter, 'tis a ſin, 

He's only counted honeſt now adays 

That the whole Pariſh looks upon, he prays 
And cries Amen ſo loud at Church, although 
Sometimes if you hearken cloſe, he's as low 
Whiſpering ; Prithee ſweet Devil give me leave 
To cheat Devontly, bet let none perceive. 
Give mea Cloak for all my Knavery ; 

What's this man more than a Servant ? or why 
D'yecall a M;ſer, Freeman ? I have ſeen 

A Boy make both ſtoop for a Groat of Tin. 
He that ſtill covets, ſtill ſears : T don't ſee 
What ground you have to ſay this man is free, 
H'as fled his Colours, forſook the Field, which 
Flies to turmoil in bus'nelſs, and berich. 

If you can ſell your Prisner, never kill, 

But let him ſerve you ; let the Hardy till 

The Earth, turn Saylor, weather't out at Sea, 
Import Bisket; 'twill help the Granary. 

He that is truly wiſe will dare thus to 


A Judg ; Come Sir, let's hear the worſt you'l do : 
Why 
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Why Ile ſeize upon your Goods, take away 

Your Money,Plate,nay all you're worth:You may: 
You ſhall be kept cloſe pris'ner: No, Tle have 
Death bail me, I can never be a Slave: 

That touches him, ({'twould any man) Do, Dy 
Firſt, Death 3s the laſt ſcene of Miſery. 


c—_ — — 


EPISTLE XVII. By R.N. 
To SCAVA. 
The way to get Great mens Favour. 


Ceva, thou art wiſe enough to tell 
Cliow to make uſe of thy Syper'ours well ; 
Yetlearn of thy #zskzIful Friend ; and though 
He that 1s b1;»d4 may undertake to ſhew 
The way 3 yet mark, perhaps I may make known 
Something thou wilt deſire to make thine own. 

If thou wilt hug thy ſelf with welcome Eaſe, 
If Sleep till next days Sun ariſe doth pleaſe, 
If thou'rt diſturb'd with th' Hurry, and the Noife 
Of Carts and Coaches, and of Dam-ne-Boys, 
Iprethee to thy Conntry-houſe repair 3 
For 'tis not rich men only happy are; 
Nor lives he ill, that lives and dies unknown : 
But if thou'lt profit thine, and be more boon 
Unto thy ſelf, though poor, yet come unto 
The Rich mans more delicious fare. 'Tis true 
The Cynick ſaid that Ariſiippas would 
Refuſe the fare of Princes, if he could 

Aa 3 Dine 
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Dine patiently on Sallads ; He again 

Said, that the Cynick would his Herbs diſdain, 

Did he but know what 'twas by Kings to be 

Feaſted. The Cynick's ſaying points at me. 

But thou, my Friend,chuſe,and approve,and teach 

Either of both their doings and their ſpeech ; 

Or as thou art a young man yet, mark well 

Why Ariſtippzs bore away the Bell z 

For he (as I by many oft have heard ) 

That ſame moroſe Diogenes thus jeer'd, 

I jeſt for Kings, but to my profit; Thou 

Oaly for th* empty #0iſe o'th* People ; Now 

That's the more Noble. 1 to ride the Kings 

Great Horſe deſire, Thou aim'(t at baſer things. 

But thou wilt ſay, Thou know'lt no Poverty 3 

Yet poorer art, than he that gives to thee. 
Allſorts of life did Ariſtippas blels, 

Aiming at great things, yet content with leſs 3 

But to thee none, whoſe only Robes and Fence 

Were nought but Rags and helpleſs Patience. 

If ſuch a courſe of Lite, ſo Traverſiee 

Can any man become, 'tis ſtrange to me. 
Though Ariſtippzs ne*re delire to be 

Array'd in Robes of Pryple made, yet he 

Could wear them 3 yea he could in comely fort 

In Cloaths, or good, or bad himſelf deport. 

To thee a Scarlet Cloak did more abhor, 

And rather fly it than a Snake, or Cur. 

Give him his Cloaths, elſe he with cold will die, 

And thine,then let the Fool. his Fortune try.(Jove, 
T'atchieve great things, and Conquer, looks like 

Tt ſhews a reach at things that are above. 


Book T[, 


'Tis 
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Tis no diſgrace for S»bjeFs to comply 
With gen'rous Kirgs : all have not wealth laid by. 
Fear of ſucceſs makes Cowards, beit ſo; 
But he's the Man, that thorough ſtitch doth go 3 
He is the man, or none. One fears to ask 
A Princes favour, *tis too great a task 
For his roo narrow Soul. Another he 
Begs boldly, and obtains. If Vertue be 
Still V ert1e,doubt not, but that man 1s wiſe 
Who :*sks ſo, that he gains both Praiſe and Prize. 
Poor men, if made will with ſome obtain, 
While others ſaucily ſhall ask in vain ; 
Here's then the diff 'rence,whether your favours be 
Humbly receiv'd, or ſnatcht immodelſtly. 
The ſum of all we aim at then here ends, 
Be meek and modeſt with thy Rzcher Friends, 
I have a Siſter wants a Portion, and 
A Mother poor, a Farm lies on my hand 
That can't maintain mez He that thus doth fay, 
Doth in effe& beg Alms : another may 
Cant out his wazts aloud, and keep a ſtir 
And cry, Give me one piece of bread good Sir : 
A Crow, whilſt teeding, it he would not gar, 
Would have leſs trouble and more Meat by far. 
One that is expert in the High-way Strains, 
That of the bitter cold, and ſtorms complains, 
That cries his Pocket's pickt, and his ſmall ſtore 
Of Money ſtoln, Juggles but like a Whore, 
Who weeps for her loſt Chazz, or cries ah me ! 
My Garter's raviſh'd from beneath my knee : 
Such common Cheats as theſe take all belief 
From real Loſſes, and from real (Irief. 
Aa 4 He 
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He that 1s once thus chous'd, will ſoon beware 
Of helping ſuch as feign=-d Cripples are, 

And though a Canting Cripple begs with tears 
To be helpt up, and by Oſiris (wears, 

And ſays, I'm lame, I do not mock, and then 
Cries out, O help, help me hard hearted men /! 
The Neighbors rail at him, and cry be gore, 
Get help (50u raſcal) where you are not known. 


———_ — 


EPISTLE XVIIL By A. B. 
To LOLLIUS. 
How to be a good Companion, \ 


M Y blunt friend Lolixs, if I know thee right, 
Thou do'{tabhor to play the Paraſite, 
Where thou profeſle(t jriendſbip 3 for fo far 
Differs a friend trom a baſe _—_— 

Asa grave Matron from a Strumpet, who 
Ditter in 234, in look, and geſture too. 

But there's another vice as great as this, 
That is a rough-hew'd clownilh ſurlineſs, 
When men unmannerly, unpleaſant, rude, 
Themſelves on others faucily obtrude 
And indiſcreetly blurt out words which be 
Unfit, and call'c Vertue and Liberty. 

&* Vertue's the mean betwixt two Vices, and 
* From ices is fenc'd in on every hand. 

Some being obſequious more than does befit, 
Jeer ſuch as at low'r end of Table ſit ; . 
K inks ut 
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But when a great man ods, will tremble, and 
What e're he ſays repeat at ſecond hand 
As a poor Shool-boy ſays his leſſon o're, 
Which his harſh Maſter diCtated before. 
Or as the Mimick ecchoes back what e're 
Verſes or words by th' AFors ſpoken were, 
. Others diſpute for trifles without end, 

And for Straw-matters tooth and nail contend, 
They'll rather loſe their ſhare in Heaventhan they 
Won't be believ'd in whatſoe're they fay ; 

Or not ſpeak freely what comes in their brain, 
And that as impudently to maintain. 

But what's the 2xeſtzor makes all this ado? 
Which was the better Fercer of the two, 
Caſtor or Docilis ; whether Appinm, 

Or Numicus lead to Brunduſumm 3 

Who's out of his Eſtate by gaming run. 

Who by expenſive Werching is undone, 

And what Faztaſtick, Fool goes at a rate, 

In habit far above his mean Eſtate. 

Gn whom th' inſatiate appetite of Gold 

And Silver has got a perpetual hold ; 

Or elſe of ſome vain-glorious fellow, which 
Makes 1t his bus'neſs to be counted rich. 

The wealthy Patrex who is ten times more 
Sk1ll'd in all Vices than he can that's poor, 
Hates tuch concerning talk, and does abhor it, 
And either hates the Blab, 'Oor checks him for it. 

Like a good Mother to her Daughters, he 
Deſires that meaner men ſhould wiſer be 
Than he himſelf is, and more vertzoxs too, 
And tells you things that are perhaps too true, 
Strive 
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Strive not with me (ſays he) I've an Eſtate, 

And that in me will fo/j tolerate ; 

You're a mean fellow, and your Coat mult be 

Cut as your Cloth is: Don't compare with me, 

Entrapelus to whom he did intend 

A miſchief, he would coſtly habit ſend, 

That fo traxſported with that goodly hew, 

He might take up ſtrange hopes and counſels new, 

Sleep all the day, mind nothing but his Whore, 

Run nto debt, and grow atlaſt ſo poor, 

He muſt turn Fexcer, and for bread ſell's blood, 

Or drive Pack: Horſes for a livelihood. 

Other mens ſecrets never care to know 3; 

But if a frierd into thy boſom throw 

A ſecret, and defire thee to conceal it, 

Do not, though ne're ſo drunk or mad, reveal it. 
Thy own peculiar Studies ne're commend, 

Nor what thy friend does fancy reprehend ; 

And ifto hunt, thy Patron minded be, 

Don't thou lie puzling with thy Poetry. 

*T wixt Zethas and Amphion, both twins, hence 

There did arife a pieviſh difference ; 

Zethnus, a Country Gentleman, inclin'd 

To Hounds and Hawks; Amphion gave his mind 

Wholly to's Harp, but laid it quite afide 

Until his Brothers heat was pacih'd. 

* I ſmall things, 'tis good prudence to reſign 

&« Thy will to his whoſe pow'r is more than thine, 

And when he brings into the Champair ground 

His hunting properties, Horns, Horſes, Hound, 

Lay by th' wnſociable Muſes then 

As recreations for old lazy men. 4 

. 0 
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Go hunt with him, then ſup and take thy ſhare. 

Of what your ſports produc'd, be't Bore, or Hare : 

Among the Romans 'tis a Recreation, 

Which is much us'd, and 1n great Reputation. 

Beſides 'twill make thee healthy, and livelong, 

Eſpecially fincethou art found and ſtrong, 

To keep in with the Dogs, and with the Bore, 

By thy own ſtrength tograpple, and o'repow'r ; 

Beſides 'tis known that there's not any man 

For feats of Arms like thee, or dares, or can. 

When thou didſt fexce or wreſtle, oh ! how loud 

Rang thy Applauſes from th' admiring Crowd? 

When but a boy the Soxldiers duty thou 

In the Cartabrian battel did(t paſs through, 

Under that Gezeral, whoſe conquering Sword 

The Parthians hath to Italy reſtor'd ; 

And in their Temples hath ſet up again 

Thoſe Exſigns which had been from Craſſus ta'en, 
Donot withdraw thy ſelf without a juſt 

Excuſe, norlie (till that thy parts may ruſt, 

Although in all thy aCtions thou tak'(t care 

They ſhould be done exa&@ly by the ſquare 3 

Sometimes 'th' Country, thou deſcend'ſt to toys, 

AGing a Sea-fight with the little boys : 

Two formal Navies thou dot then equip, 

And armed Boys in both of them do'lt ſhip; 

On one fide for Mark Anthony, thy Brother, 

Was Admiral; for Ceſar thou on tother. 

Your Fathers little Lake was made by thee 

For this great Fight the Adrzatick Sea, 

Where you the AG17ar battel ated o're, 

And ne're gave off till one was Conqueronr. 


And 
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And if thy wealthy Patron does once find 
Thee love thoſe things to which he gives his mind, 
Tickled with that he will extol to th' skies 
This very Play, and think thy fol wile. 

I would adviſe thee furthermore (if thou 
Didfſt ſtand inneed of an adviſer now.) 

&« When thou do'ſt talk, of any man,-take care 

« Of whom, to whom, and what thy ſpeeches are; 
« Shun him that is in niſitive, for he 

&« Will be as guilty of Garrulity. 

* And his ſtill gaping ears itchto reveal 

«IV bat ere his friend intruſts him to conceal. 

«© And 'tis impoſſible ere to recall 

© One ſyllable which we have once let fall. 

And it thy Patron has a mind to toy 
With a fair Lady, or a pretty Boy, 

To his great Houſe you mult ſuch reverence bear, 
As not to fall inlove with either there : 

Leſt he that keeps them ſhould prove ſo unkind 
As to deny, and thou diſturb thy mind ; 

Or (which is worſt ) ſhould grant thee thy requeſt, 
And thou popt off with theſe, content muſt reſt. 

«* At firſt 1ght ne're commend a man, leſt thou 
« Hereafter bluſh for him thou praiſeſt now 3 
For we are ſoon deceiv'd, and to a Friend 
We oft unworthy men and things commend ; 
And therefore if one, whom thou did(t ſuppoſe, 
Wasa good perſon, ſhould prove vitiozs, 

And thou be ſo deceiv'd, praiſe him no more, 
Say thour't miſtaken, and fo give him o're. 

Bur if a Friend that to thee's throughly known 

Behind his back's iradnc'd by any one, , 
Stic 
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Stick to him bravely ; for our names depend 
& In abſence on the courage of a friend; 
Ne're let him careleſly endure a wrong 
From any Cowardly reproachtul tongue. 
« For is't not plain, that who maliciouſly 
« Back-bites thy friend, will do the ſame by thee 2 
«hen thy next Neighbours houſe is all on fire, 
«Ts thy concerr to make his flames expire ; 
« For fire will gather ſtrength if let alone, 
« And with thy neighbours houſe burn down thine own. 
By unexperienc'd men 'tis thought to be, 
To wait on Great men great felicity 3 
But ſuch as know what 'tis, care not to come 
Among Great men, but count them trovbleſome. 
For thy part now into the World thart got, 
Make it thy buſineſs to go on, and not 
Permit thy Veſſel to ſail back again, 
What e're contrary Winds dilturb the Mair. 
« A merry man abhors a man that's ſad, 
* And jad men hate all merry men as bad. 
* A dull man hates an ative man, and ſo 
« A ſprightly perſon hates a man that's jlow. 
The fudling tellows, who paſt midnight drink, 
Hate ſuch as tromtheir proffer'd glaſſes (hrink : 
Though thoſe that do refuſe them truly ſwear 
Wine vapour in the night perniciows are. 
Look chearfully in company ; tor he 
That's ſtamefac'd's generally thought to be 
A tellow of mean birth and ſpirit, and all 
Thoſe that fit ſilent men do dogged call. 
But above all converſe with wiſe men ſtill, 
And read good Books,and learn from thoſe the $kill 
How 
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How thou may'ſt eaſily paſs through this Woyld, 

And not be vex'd and up and down be hurl'd 

By an 7#ſatiate deſire, vain fear, 

Or hopes of things that of ſmall moment are, 

Conſider whether Yertze be produc'd 

By learning, or by nature be infus'd ; 

What leſſens cares 3 who makes a man to be 

A friend t' himſelf; whence pure tranquility [ 

Proceeds, from Honour, or beloved wealth, 

Or from a life led (as it were ) by ſtealth. No 
When I do to my Country Farm retreat, By 

By thoſe cool ſtreams which me refreſh in heat, 

What do'ſt thou think I think upon ? or what As 


Believ'(t thou, if I could, I would be at? Mc 
I only pray that ſmall Eſtate, which I Dic 
Now have, may tarry with me till I die, An 
And thoſe few days which I have yet to live, Th 
(If Heav'n to me any more days will give) He! 


I may enjoy my ſelf; of Books have ſtore, and JT! 
Have neceſlaries for a year before-hand ; ; 
ThatI may never float 'twixt Hope and Doubt, We 


What an wncertain Hour may bring about. But 
« But "tis enough to pray thoſe heavenly Powers Th 
«© Who give and take at Will what we call Ours. / 

If I but live, and have my Pockets lin'd, All 


Let me alone to get a quiet Mind, An 
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EPISTLE XIX. By A. B. 
To MECANAS. 
A Diſcourſe of Poetry. 


Earned Mecenas, if you'l credit give 
To old Cratinzs, not a Verle can live, 

Nor long be pleaſant to us, which is writ 
By ſuch as from meer water ſuck their wit. 

Since Liber has been pleas'd to rank all ſuch 
As have of Raptare a tranſcendent touch, 
Mong Fawns and Satyrs, the delightfome Nie 
Did almoſt every morning ſmell of Wire. 
And Homer's praiſing Wine, made Poets think 
The good old Man did much delight in drink. 
Hence Father Exmrizs would not write a Line, 
Till he had firſt got a good doſe of Wine, 

The Politlcks and great Affairs at Bar 
We leave to thoſe that grave and ſober are, 
But we'll withhold from ſuch ſow'r ſouls as theirs, 
The high Prerogative of writing Verſe. 

As ſoon as this was publickly declar'd, 
All Poets up the brimful Goblet rear'd ; 
And for the Layrel all night long they drunk, 
And the next day of Wine all Poets (tunk. 

But was this Poetry £ Shall every one 
That with a ſurly look,and ſhabbed Gown(Town, 
Walks without ſhooesand ſtockings through the 
As repreſenting learned Cato, ſtraight 
His vertxes and good manners imitate ? 
When 
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When Hjarbita aim'd to gain the glory 


Of rare Timagenes tor Oratory, An 
Striving to ſpeak with Eloquence and Wit, Wt 
He ſtrain'd his Voice, ſo that his Lungs were fplit, An 
&« A pattern does delude a man when 'tis Suc 
« Orly purſu'd in that which is amiſs. As 

Should I by chance look pale; Poets would fall } | 
To drinking Cuymmin-ſeeds to look (o all, Us 
Oh ſervile herd of Imitators, who An 


Make me both angry with, and laugh at you, Bal 
And the baſe drudgery which you're forc'd todo!\ {| Im 


'Twas I firſt ſet my daring foot, where none Th 
Had ever trod aſtep, but I alone. Wi 
&* Who on's own natural fancy does rely, l,t 
&« Leads as a Captain does his Company. An 

'T was I that firſt the Romaxs did inſpire Wi 
With skill to write [ambicks for their Lyre. My 
The zumbers and the ſpirit I purſu'd Wi 
Of old Archilocz, but I eſchew'd THe 
His railing matter and inve&ive way, She 
Which made poor old Lycambe to deſtroy lat 
His daughter and himſelf ; yet I hope you My 
Think not the Laxrel is to me leſs due, An 
Becaule I have been fearful toinvert log 
The very mode of Verſes, and the Art. 

The Maſcine Sappho did that muſe allay, Or 
Which was harſh in Archilochas his way. Th 
So did Alcexs too, but difterent far Th 
Inmatter and in method their lines are. Pr 


They ſought no father-in-law to rþime to death, I(V 
Nor made enraged wives reſign their breath. 


I be- 


Book I. 


I being zv#ſical, him firſt did take; 
And fit to th' Remax lyre his numbers make. 
Which never any durſt attempt till then, 
And 'tis my glogy that ingenious men 
Suchthings as mine may come at and peruſe; 
Asne're were toucht by any other Myſe. 


Now if you would the reaſon know why ſome 


Ungrateful Readers will cry up at home, 
And hug my verſes, but to all abroad 
Baſely contemn thoſe lines they ſo appland; 
I'm none of thoſe who ſweakingly will court 
The windy ſuffrage of the Vulgar ſort 
With my caſt cloaths, nor with a cb(tly Treat. 
I, that have heard the nobleſt wits repeat, 
And judg'd their Verſes too, ſcorn to comply 
With formal pedagogues to teach their Fry 
My Verſes, nor am [I fondly delighted, 
When they in publick Pu{pits are recited. 
Hence ſprings my miſery ! and now if I. 
Should ſay (which I can ſay jngenioully ) 
lam afſham'd Comedians ſhould reherſe 
My worthleſs lines in crowded Theaters, 
And by their tone and ation make thoſe ſeem 
Ingenious, which have no wit in them 

Some envious fellow will ſay, Horace, this 
Only a copy of thy countenance is, 
Thou do'ſt preſerve thy Poems only for 
The Princely ears of our great Emperor ; 
Preſuming that none other but thy Myſe 
(Vain-glorious Fop) good Poems can produce, 

[ dare not laugh at this, leſt I ſhould be 
More wounded by my ſirzggling enemy. 

Bb 
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I'm fain to cry out, I don't like the place, 


And as my right demand a breathing ſpace. oe 
Fooling 1n jelt oft fearful ſtrife begets, Wh 
And (trite tor vi@&ory produceth pgs 3 by 

From ſudden pers do deadly fewds proceed, Bro. 


And deadly fewds deſtruCtive wars do breed. fr, 


— ; 

Ot 

EPISTLE XX, By A. B. At 1 

Or 

To bs BOOK. Wh 

at 

A Charader of himſelf. Na 

(Q 

W/E! Book thou on the Stationers (tall wilt lie, YTh 
Bound neatly to allure the gazers eye; Am 
Thou hat'(t to be jeal'd up, or elſe confir'd, Wh 
Which are things grateful to a modeſt mind. Wt 
"Tis grievous tothee to be ſhewn to few, Wi 
All thy ambition is for publick view. Im 
Thy Father has not bred nor taught thee ſo; Bot 
But get thee gone, fince thou'lt a zind to go. It 
When once thou'rt goxe.thou'lt ne're return agen; UW} 
When thou'rt abus'd by the half-witted men, Of 
Thou'lt ſay ; alas! wherein am [to blame ? [ w 
What have I done, or ſaid, that miſ-became ? Wh 
Thou wilt repent, what thou haſt raſbly done, Of 
And what attempt thy pride threw thee upon. An 


When thou ſhalt find the Reader who admir'd $0 
Theefo ar firſt, become both cloy'd and tyr'd, Ho 
And roul thee up, and lay thee quite aſide. Te 
But if I'm not with anger ſinpif'd, 
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At this offence of thine, I can forete/ 

Thou wilt at Rome be entertain'd full well, 
While thou art zew,but when thou'rt ſul/zed grown 
By vulgar Thumbs, thou wilt be let alone 

For the dull zzoths, or ſent to forein parts, 

To cover Letters, or put under Tarts. 

Then I who unbeliev'd, admoniſid thee 

Of all theſe things, ſhall laugh as heartily 

At thy misfortune, as he whodid pals 

Orea ſteep cliff with an unruly Af, 

Who playing reſty tricks fo (tirr'd the Gal 

At's Maſter, that he let himlooſe to fall ; 

Nay thruſt him down the Rocks, for who will ſtay 
(Quoth he ) what's minded to be gone away & 

This will befall thee too, thou wilt at laſt 
Among old doating Schoolzraſters be caſt, 
Whoin ſmall //ages and far remote 

When the warm S# has a full audiezce brought, 
Will read thee to their boys, then thou may (t ſay, 
Im ſon of one who was a ſ/ave made free, 

Born to a mean Eſtate, but have increaſt 

It ſo, my wings are greater than my zeſt. 

What from my Azceſtors thou tak'ſt away 

Of fame, thou tomy Induſtry muſt pay. 

| was companion to the belt o'th' Town, 
Whether they were for Arms, or for the Gow#. 
Ofa ſmall ſtature, gray before my time, 

And much delighted with a warmer clize. 

S$0on angry, and ſoon pleas'd ; if any do, 

How old I am, of thee defire toknow 

Tell them I'm 44 years old this year, 

When Lepidas and Lo/is Confu!s are. 
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EP1STLE I. By SirV. P. 
T7 AUGUSTUS. 
A Diſcourſe of Poetry. 


W Hen you alone ſo many and fo great 
Affairs diſpatch,of War and Peace dotreat, 


Still thinking how to ſave the State from harms 
By wholſom Laws, good Manners, and juſt Arms; 
I ſhould the Pyblick, wrong, and croſs that end 
With tedious talk your precious time to ſpend, 
Romulas that founded Rome, and Bacchus who 
Invented Wine, whereby Mer preat things do, 
Though they were after death receiv'd among 
The Gods, yet liviug did complain of wrong 3 
Forthough the ground from weeds and bryers they 
Taught and made menon delicates to feed, (freed, 
Compos'd that common War and Scramble, which 
Made mea like Beaſts: To each mans owz,did Pt 
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aſt bounds, did plant the Earth with Flowers and 
Fruits ; 

Yea built men Cities: yet the world, like Brutes, 
Ne're knew,or found their worth,till'twastoolate, 
Till thoſe brave ſouls had paſs'd the Common fate. 
Nor he, that crufht the Hydra, and ſubdued 
Prodigious Monſters, when for reward he ſued, 
Could ever itor eaſe obtain ; for (till 
Ervy would fay's exploits were mear or ill. 
$ he, who doth with new or nobler Arts 
Afiſt the world, ſhall never win their hearts ; 
But him alive they" laugh at and deſpiſe, 
Whom when he's dead they will extol to th' skies. 

Yet Sir to you, (though living ) men allow 
Honours divine, by yoi*they'l (wear, they'l vow 
Upon your Altars, and confeſs that never 
$o great a thing appear'd, nor ſhall do ever. 
Now though the world be very juſt and wiſe 
In this one point, that in their critick, eyes 
You do excel all Greek and Roman Kings, 
Yet they don't juſtly judge of other things, 
But loath or envy every thing but what 
Is dead or gone, or which cannot be got. 
$0 Lovers of Axtiquity do praiſe 
The Laws and Cuſtoms of forgotten days, 
Applaud thoſe Articles and that antient deed 
To which the Sabines and Gab7i agreed 
Admire the Litzreies rnd Rituals greed 
Found in the Ruines of old Abby walls. 

Becauſe the Writings of the (zreeks we deem 
So much the better as they older ſeem : 
If we ſhould judge the ſame of what is here 
But lately writ, we might as well infer 
| Bb 3 That 
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That Olives have no (tones, nor Nuts no ſhell ; 
For how one follows tother I can't tell. 
We're now at Roz arrived to the height, 
As well's the Greeks; We paint, and fing,and fight, 
If age do better Verſe, like Wine, how long 
Mult Verſes lie before they're ſmart and ſtrong ? 
A Poet dy'd an hundred years ago, 
Shall he bereckon'd as new Muſt or no? 
Or for old wholeſom Wine ? Well! Ict him paſs. 
Another wants a year, or leſs: Alas 
Shall he loſe therefore all? Let him pals too : 
Another wants a little more; Lets do 
Thelike for him 3 The whole Horſe-tail we may 
Thus hair by hair at length pluck quite away. 
He that conſults the Arzals, or counts Years, 
To try it Verſe be good, t' whom nought appears 
Excllent, but what has paſs'd the Grave, may ſec 
How wiſe and mighty Eznis, (even he 
Who's call'd another Homer) did not care 
How all his promiſes performed were. 
Neviws is got by heart and dearly ſold; 
< So ſacred are his works, becauſe they're old, 
Which of theſe two is beſt, Men cannot tell ; 
For Learnine old Pacuvizs bears the bell. 
Accins high (trains are praiſed, Aſranius Pen 
Makes us believe Merander wrote agen. 
Plantxs reſembles Epicharmws : weight 
Commends Czcilizs, Terence gentle flight, 
Their Plays do throng the Stage, from Lzvies days 
Down to our times,theſe men have worn the Bays. 
« Sometime the Vulgus hit, ſometime they miſs, 
For when they ſay, that nothing Moder is 
Equal 
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Equal to what is old, much leſs preferr'd, 
[ boldly ſay, the Vzlgar then have errd. 
But if they'l yield, that Antients Wits have uſed 
Words obſolete or harſh, and have amuſed 
Men with their careleſs thoughts, my hand & heart 
Shall joyn with them, and Jove ſhall take our part. 
I'd not explode, or ſcorn poor Livy's Verſe, 
Nor yet what School-boyslometimes may rehearſe. 
But would rt hav't admird, becauſe by chance 
Some fingle Phraſe proves good, or that a glance 
Of wit does twinkle through the cloudy sky 
Of vaprows or tempeſtuoxs Poetry. 
I take it 11], That men find fault, becauſe 
A thing was lately writ, not forits flaws, 
Or botches ; Yea, methinks I could lament, 
That Doters on ſtale {tuft are not content 
With pardon and connivance at ſome lines 
Scap't from the Antients, but cry, bays and ſbrines /! 
If one but doubts, whether the Stage ſhould be 
Strew'd o're with Flowers and Saffron,when welce 
Atta's things play'd, Our Gray-beards in a fume 
Cry modeſty is gone: If one preſume 
To hint, that Roſcixs ever fail'd a tittle, 
They're angry too, becauſe they value little 
But what they valued young, or elſe becauſe 
They ſcorn ſrom younger men to take new laws, 
Now he that ſays th' old Salzar Verſe was high, 
Seeming to know, who knows no more than TI, 
Does not applaud the Authors of thoſe Songs, 
But by his exvy, us and our wits wrongs. 
If the otd Greeks like us, would not allow 
Ought that was new, what ſhall be antient now!? 
Bb 4 Upon 
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Upon whoſe Works might we now ſafely look 
Toread and con them as a claſſic, Book ? 

When War was paſt in Greece, when wealth & caſe 
Diſpos'd men there to ſtudy, what did pleaſe? 
Sometimes to Fence, or Vault, or th' Horſe to ride 
Sometimes to carving they their minds apply'd 5 
Or elſe to Painting, where they'd nicely ſee 
How Ordnance, draught, and Colours did agree. 
Sometimes *twas Dancing, Muſick,Scenes and Stage, 
That prov'd the pleaſures of that wanton Age : 
So does a Child cry to his Nurſe for Toys, 

That are contemned by the bigger boys. 

& For, which of all the things we hate, or love, 

& Don't change 2 Or which are fortunes power above ? 
« Thus from a proſperous State and plenty ſprings 

« Variety that grves all Gult to things. 

At Rome'twas heretofore a credit, and 

A Modein ones Office of Shop to ſtand 

Waiting for Cuſtomers and Clients, all 

The morning, to let out money, to call 

On young men to be thrifty, and to hear 

Old mens advice, thus went about the year : 

But now the world is chang'd, one humor runs 
Through ev'ry vein ; the Lawyers write Laniproxs, 
Merchants Burleſque, the only Trade's for Bays, 
Your Gouty Stateſman too vent'rous at Plays © 
Ev'n I that have renounc'd all Poetry, | 
Sick of the ſelf-ſame 1:ch of writing lie. 
For before day, when one can't ſee to ſcraw], 
Dol ſcarce wak'd for Pen and Paper call. 

| « He that war ne're at Sea, wiſely refuſes 

| *To ſail a Ship';, he likewiſe that ne're uſes 
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& To praice Phylick, dares not to diſpenſe 

« Strong Purges, nor what ſtupifies the Senſe. 

« Smiths do make Locks, and only Taylors clothes ; 

« But they write Verſe,that never could write Proſe. 
Now let's confider,what good this humor works; 

Why firſt of all no covetous Carker lurks 

Within a Poet 3 nought can his ſoul intrude, 

But how to fancy finely, and t'allude: 

When goods are loſt, when ſervants run away, 

When taxis paid, when floods the banks deſtroy, 

He cares n't, plots no trick to cheat his friend 

Or to devour his Ward; for to what end 

Should men do ſo, who can eat Bread and Cheeſe, 

Wear footed Stockings, and be warm in frieze 2 

Poets in Peace conſiderable are, 

Though they are uſeleſs in the time of War. 
Now if you'l grant that ſmall things may improve 

Greateſt affairs, we muſt our Poets love. 

For firſt they teach our Children how to ſpeak 

Plain and diſtinC, from telling lyes 'em break, 

Chide 'em for calling Names, Curſing and Oaths ; 

Make them ſay Prayers,& keep clean their Clothes. 

Poets write Story, and by example teach, 

They comforts to the Sick and Needy preach. 

When Boys and Girls do in Proceſſion fing 

Anthems & Hymns, that God would bleſs the King, 

Send Rain or Harveſt-weather, ſave the fruit, 

Stop Plagues, and grant'em any other ſuit, 

Is't not the Poet that makes thoſe heavenly charms, 

And does more by 'em, than by Martial Arms? 

Old Husbandmen and Worthies, ſuch as could 
Be happy with a little, heretofore would 
| | (After 
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(After their Cor» was houſed, or Sheep were ſhorn, 

With Wife and Barns, and others who had born 

Part in thoſe labours) make an Holy-day, 

Kill a fat Pig, eat Cream, drink Wine and Play, 

Give Sacrifice, and fingto th' heavenly Powers 

What Poets compos'd at their inſpir'd hours. 
Feſcennine freedom by this means did grow, 

Such whoſe each d:ſtich,lome courſe flouts did throw 

This freedom for a while paſt well enough, 

Untilat lengthit grew ſo tart and rough, 

So dirty and down-right, not ſparing any, 

Though ne'reſo worthy men:at length when many 

Had been abus'd, the few that had ſcap'd free 

Took care thenceforward that no more ſhould be 

Making a peral Law, by which good men 

Grew lafe from th' poiſon of Satyrick pen. 

Thus Rhimers were reduc'd for fear of drubbing 

When no Scab was, quite to refrain from rubbing. 
Greece being taken by the Romars, took 

Its Conquerors: from thence came Art and Book 

Into rude [taly, thenceforth the R himes 

That were in uſein the Saturnine times, 

Were obſolete; and as we grew more rich 

In Things and Thoughts,lo was improv'd our Speech. 

'Twas a great while before our minds we bent 

Toread Greek Anthors,and learn what they meant); 

Till being in Peace, then when the Panick War 

Was well compos'd, the Romans waded far 

In Sopb'cles, Theſpis, and FEſchylws too, 

Trying what they could in Tranſ/ating do. 

They did ſucceed ; their ſmart and lofty Wit 

The Tragick vein with grace enough did hit. 

Com'dy 
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Com'dy they thought (becauſe its ſubject was 

Trivial and mean) was eaſiez But alas! 

They did not dream how little pardon's giv'n 

To the poor Comick:How hard was Plautws driv'n, 

The am'rous Young mans humor to make good, 

And his curmwmagines Fathers underſtood : 

And paint the plotting Pimp ? Porſennas Pen 

Dcſcrib'd with pains the flatt'ring Trencher-mem. 
How lightly are perform'd ſome other parts 

By thoſe that nothing elſe lay to their hearts, 

But to get Money ? Let their Box to th' brim 

Be fill'd, they care not, if th* Play fink or ſwim, 
Him that Vain-glory ſtirs to write a Play, 

How doth Spe@ators negligence diſmay, 

As when they gaze and gape, and give no heed ? 

But then, What joy does good attention breed? 

« Fo ſlight and ſmall a matter quells or raiſes 

* Minds that too-much affet the peoples praiſes. 

Adieu all writing Plays, if fo be that 

I pine when hifd, or when I'm humm'd grow fat. 
Bold and (ound Poets ſometimes are caſt down, 

Ev'n when the ſcoundrel Rabble of the Town, 

Sailers and Butchers being quickly full 

And glutted with ſtrong Senſe, call for the By//; 

Or (in the middle of an A&) the Bears 

Or Fencers ſet together by the Ears: 

Though Then the better art, and men of $kill 


Grow weary too, the Play 'tis like was ill. 

When men have fate a good while at the Play, 
And in diſguſt ſhall flock apace away, 
Thenis brought forth a pinnion'd Kirg,and ſhown 
Wagons of captive Dames, Corinth o'rethrown 
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In paſtboard models : Democritzs would ſneer 
At ſuch poor tricks, if he again were here 
He'd laugh to ſee a ſpotted Dromedary, 
SpeRators eyes off from the Play to carry ; 
In marking them he would more pleaſure find, 
So pleaſing 'tis obſerve the peoples mind. 
Moreover he conſidering what a din, 
Noiſe and confuſion all the ſtage is in, 
Might think the lighted Poet did reherſe 
Unto deaf Aſes his elab'rate Verſe, 

For when the Actors firſt appear well clad 
In Perſian Silk, che People all like mad 
Hum and clap hands, not for their exc'llent ſaying, 
But for their Clothcs and Purple gay arraying. 
Now leſt you think, that I diſparage what 
I cannot underſtand, or reliſh not ; 
I grant, that ſuch a Poet may climb a Steeple 
Up by a ſmall (lack Rope, who can the people 
Anger, appeaſe, make laugh, or weep, or fear ; 
Whisk 'em to Athers,or Thebes,or keep them here z 
Who by meer words , can thus command mens 


Is maſter in Poetick Necromancy. (fancy, 


Such men encourage, and withal thoſe who 
Can the ſame thing without Dramaticks doz 
For theſe you muſt provide, if you deſire 
Toblow (trong flames out of Poetick fire 
Or if you'ld ſharpen W:#, and make colleftion 
OF pieces nearelt to divine perfection. 

We Poets wrong our ſelves, (and 1 offend 
As oft as others) when we Books commend 
Into your hands, when you perhaps are tired, 
Or inthe Boes of ſome diſaſter mired. _ 
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Then, when we vex that any though our friend, 

Should but one Verſe ev'n gently reprehend 3 

Or when we reading our own Verſe, repeat 

As Cud to be rechew'd what's taſteleff meat : 

When full of our own ſenſe we do complain 

That no man throughly weighs our kill and pain 

And when we think that you great Sir as ſoon 

As ere we write, are bound to give a Boon, 

That you ſhould bid us write the Second Part, 

And ſay reward ſhall equal our deſert; 

How e're'tis good to know, with whom to truſt 

Great deeds, and who can ſave'em from the duſt, 

Cher lus (o well did Alexander pleaſe 

With Verſes not quite worth ſo many Peaſe, 

As that the fort'nate Bard, Medals and Coins 

Of precious Gold got for his Leadenlines, 

Some Poets foul more with their dirty Pen, 

Than can be clean'd again by better men. 

That Prod'gal Prince who bought thoſe ſimple 

At ſuch a rate, was wiſe at other times, (Rhimes 

Forbidding all but great Ape/es hand 

To draw hisPicture ; Nay he did command 

That none ſhould mold the figure of his face 

Except Lyſppe, who did it with grace. 

Had this vaiz Prince no more skill in diſcerning 

The hands of Artiſts, than the men of Learning, 

One might have call'd him Thick-skx#, and have 

That in {ome foggy air he had been born. (ſworn, 

But you arenort abus'd in any ſort 

By th' Gitts and CharaGer and fair report 

Beſtow'd on Virgil and on Varizs, then 

Whom are not better, either Wits or Mey. a 
he 
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The ſhapes of famous men are not ſo clear 
In graven Braſs, as do their mindsappear 
In well-pen'd words : for my part I had choſe 
(Rather than broken Rhimes, reſembling Proſe 
To wnie heroick Verſe, and thoſe on you, 
T hat all the world might your atchievements know; 
I would deſcribe the Caſtles you have won, 
And winding Rivers that below 'em run. 
I would coſt barb'rows Kingdoms repreſent, 
The peace which you have forc'd where e're you 
Then Janws Temple I'de expoſe to view, (went: 
And Rome by th' Parthians fear'd , whilſt rul'd by 
But Sir,low Verſe cannot your Highnefgrace,(you. 
Wherefore tr attempt it I havenot the face. 
For me to be pragmatical might prove 
Your trouble, not my duty and mplove : 
Beſides, 1f I fell ſhort to doFou right, 
My faults would be remembred out of ſpight : 
For Readers ſo malicious noW are grown, 
What's bad they'l con, what's good they let alone, 
I hateſuch kindneſs as offends, and his 
That draws my Picture uglier than it is. 
Though gaily dreſt, I value not a ruſh 
The gawdy praiſes that muſt make me bluſh, 
And dread to have my Namebegawb'd on Papers 
Fit but to light Tobacco-pipes and Tapers'; 
Orelſe to wrap up wares of little price 
In Chandlers Shops.at beſt but Plums and Spice. ,- 
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EPISTLE lt, By F. D. 
To JULIUS FLORUS. 
Another Diſcourſe of Poetry. 


Rave Nero's Favourite, my Julius 
B: I anſwer your complaining Letter thus) 
Suppoſe one had to ſel], and you would buy 
A Boy at Tybur born, or Gabri ; 
The owner plainly tells you, ; Sir you ſee, 
He's [meoth, and fair, of perfe® Symmetry 
In all his parts; and without more diſcourſe, 
Give me but ſo much money, he is yours. 
This I dare vouch, he's apt, and quick to ſpie 
The ſmalleſt motions of your hack or eye. 
He hath a little Greek, and being young 
May yet improve, he's pretty good at Song : 
* But earneſt prailing Merchants oft declare 
«* Their craft, more than the goodneſs of their 
Ware. 
T have no need to ſell, my ſtock's but ſmall, 
Vet what ſmall ſtock I have, my own I call, 
I le tell you therefore all the worſt I know, 
Which I believe, none of the trade would do. 
The truth 3s, once he play'd the idle boy, 
Bnd fearing to be beaten ran away 
Now take, or Leave; May he not ſafely now 
Receive his money, having told you ſo ? 
Why ſhould you ſue,or call him cheat, when as 
He told you what an idle Rogxe it was ? 
Yet 
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Yet ſoyoudeal in chiding me; you know, 
I told you likewiſe e're you went, how flow 
I am in writing Letters, that as ſoon 
You might almoſt makeany Cripple run ; 
But yet you ſtill complain of me, and chide 
Becauſe I do not write 3 nay, and beſide 
You fay I promis'd Verſes; But for that, 
Pray hear a ſtory that I ſhall relate. | 

One of Lxcul/zs Souldiers went abroad 
To forage, and dearly having earn'd his load, 
In very pleaſant manner, down he lies, | 
And ſnores all night ; but e're he thought to riſe, 
All his Provazt was gone; With that as keen 
As a ſhe-Wolf, he falls to Rave, and Grin, 
Mad with himſelf, no leſs than with his foes, 
And careleſs which ſhould die for't, out he goes 
Gnaſhing his teeth, and whoſoe're he met, 
He lookt as fierce, as though he would him eat. 
In this high Rage, he ſtorm'd a Fort himſelf 
That was wel! fortifi'd, and ſtor'd with wealth, 
And laid about him with ſuch force, they ſay, 
As made the Gwards give place, and run away 5 
For which exploit his very name was fear'd, 
And thouſands giv'n him as a juſt Reward, 
Soon after this, the Pretors mind being bent 
To take a certain Caſtle, ſtraight he bent 
To this great famous Soxldier, and began 
T exhort him by the name of gallant man, 
Us'd all the Arguments, apt to excite 
With words, enough to make a (oward fight, 
The Clown wiſer than fo, cries ; Pray Sir bold, 
Such work becomes poor fellows, I have Gold. 
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(Now to apply this) I at Rozze was bred, 
And for ſome time the Poets there I read ; 
At Athens next, wherel learnt to defcry 
The Truth from fallhood by Philoſophy 3 
But the unhappy times hinder'd my ſtay 
In that ſweet place, and hurry'd me away 
From Books to Arms, and then was engag'd 
Ith' Wars which Brutus with Auguſtus wag d; 
But e're long Brutus being overcome, 
I narrowly ſcap't from Philipp: home, 
Stript, and as poor as poſhble, and then 
Having no way to live, but by my Pez, 
Straight I betook my ſelf to verſfie, 
Inſtrued by Ingeniows Poverty. 
But now grown palt all needs (to pore on ſad 
Dull Poetry, would not men think me mad ?) 
I'm of the Soxldiers mind, Te fleep and feed, 
Why ſhould I not ? let them take pains that need. 
I find I'm growing old, and every year 
Steals ſomewhat from me 3 Venxs, Mirth,and Chear, 
Begin toloſe their Guſt 3 My IWits decline, 
And my Poetick vein grows dry with time. 
What e'rel have been, | am ſcarce the ſame, 
And will you have mc dance now I am lame ? 

But 1f I did my faculty retain, 
All would not like it ; you the Lyrick ſtrain 
Do beſt afte& : a ſecond he commends 
Hopping lambicks, and a third contends 
That nothing's good but what's Satyrical ; 
And how is't poſlible to pleaſe you all ? 
Juſt ſo, as though I ſhould three friends invite, 
And each one of a different appetite 

Cc Fir, 
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Sir, Shall I help you here * No ; I'm for this. 
And, What think you ? T'm forthe other diſh; 
Are you ſo too ? No Sir, I thank you, I 
Like the firſt beſt : So'tis in Poetry. 

Beſides all this, I wonder, you can gueſs 
Amid(\t the labours and diſturbances 
Of this baſe buſte Town, I ſhould have reſt 


To write a word. One comes and makes requeſt, 


I would be ſurety for him; After this 

I'm call'd to hear the Poets Exerciſe ; 

I've friends to viſit too; one in the Pririne, 
Th' other ( a fair diſtance) inthe Aventine. 

But yet you'l ſay, the /treets are fine and (till, 
And one may walk, and think of what he will. 
(Oh mighty quiet, fit for th' ears of Kings ! 
Theſe Carts and Coaches are ſuch ſilent things. ) 

Here one comes with his Myles, all in a ſweat, 
Whous'd to bring home Carriages with meat 3 
There creaks an Engine, which the Builder uſes 
To wind up Timber to the tops of houlcs. 

Here gocs a Fxreral, and there a Dray 


Standing athwart the ſtreet blocks up their way. 


Now a ad Dog dire&ly at me makes ; 
Anon, I meet a Sow out of a Jakes, 
( And muſt give her the wall)'midſt all this dir, 
Is'tnot a ſweet place to make Verſes in? 
« Poets true Bacchus Tribe, like him rejoyce 
« To ſleep in ſhades, far fromthe Cities noiſe. 


And would you haveme do, as they havedone, 


Although I live in this lewd bawling Town? 
'Tisno rare thing to ſce ſome that have ſpent 
Seven years at Atkexs, in their ſtudies pent, 


Read- 
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Reading their eyes almoſt out 5 who yet after 

Return dumb objects of the peoples [anehter, 

(And neither ſay nor write) here I am tot, 

Andin a ſtorm of trouble well nigh loſt : 

How can I grant, or you of me dchre, 

To ſing ſweet Lyricks to the joyful Lyre ? 
At Rome,two Brothers were: this ſtudied Law, 

That was a Rhetor; both fo given to claw 

Each other, that their whole diſcourſe was [es 

In praiſe of one anothers faculties ; 

That call'd this Gracchxs, He him Mutixs. 

Do not we Poets play the fool juſt thus? 

I merry Lyricks write, Another he 

Being more grave, delights in Eleey : 

Yet both, as though undoubtedly inſpir'd 

With all the Nize, expect to be admir'd. 

Do but obſerve, with what a [tatcly grace 

We ſtalk, and look round the regiting place. 

But what great matter bring we, that (hould raiſe 

Our Expe@ations to be crown'd with Bays? 

The Sazznites us, and we the Saxmnites walt, 

And yet we made the Samrnites yield at laſt. 

O rare! now he proteſts I ſhall no more 

Be Horace, but Alces ; I adore 

Him as Callimachys, but that's too little, 

Then he's Mimmerms, or lone greater title. 
Theſe waſpiſh Poets thus I'm feign to pleaſe, 

When I write, that I may gain their S»ffrages. 

But Ile be plagy'd no more; Vie neither write 

Henceforth my ſelf, nor hear when thev recite. 

Verſes indeed if bad, there's nothing wor{e, 

No more ridiculons, yet ſome tools of courſe 


Cc 2 Love 
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Love to be ſcribling, and themſelves exto], 
For that at which all others laugh and drol]. 

He that would have his Poems take, mult (it 
Judg of his own language, as well as wit, 
Like a grave Cenſor z words of no weight nor ſhew 
He mult degrade, though they are loth to go, 
- And plead preſcription. To recruit his tore 
With choice and good, old words he mult reſtore, 
Though th'ave lain long rejected and deſpis'd, 
And take in zew, what ule hath natural'z'd. 

And asa River that runs.clear and ſtrong, 
The foil inticheth, as it glides along : 
So mult his language bez it muſt not want, 
But neither muſt it be [uxuriart. 
With ſmoother phraſe he poliſhes what's rough, 
And throws out all the flat ;-ſepid (tuff, 
And as a skilful AFor, he mult ſtrive, 
To imitate each Humour to the life. 

For my part, I had rather far be thought 
A trifling Poetaſter, 1t that ought 
] do, pleaics my ſelf, be't ne re fo vain, 
Than to write well, and to endure the pain 
Ot being vext with Cenſurcs. There was one 
At Argos, who did ule to (it alone 
I'th' Theatre, fancying himſelt to be 
Preſent at ſome ingenious Tragedy : (ded, 
Hearkned and bd, till he though all was en- 
Teen clapt, and cry 'd, *Þis never to be mended : 
'Bate only this, 1n other matters He 
Was as diſcreet as any one could be; 
He was a right good Neighbour; none more free 
To treat his Friends with all civility : 

Good 
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Good to his Family ; if he came nigh 

A Rock or Lake, would heed how he paſt by : 
Could not be charg'd with any deſperate folly, 
The worſt was, he was highly Melancholy ; 
For this a lJulty doſe of He/ebore 

He took, which did him to himſelf reſtore; 
Bur being cur'd, he cry'd, and ſaid, Alas / 

Such an unhappy Remedy ne're was ; 

For now by this unfortunate occaſion, 

I've loſt the pleaſure of imagination. 

'Tis time [ thould grow wiſe,and leave ſuch toys 
As Songs and Verſes, proper ſports for Boys. 

Not weighing words, nor meas'ring out of ſounds, 
Bur (canning life, and tracing Vertues bounds. 

Now thus Vle ſpend my thoughts ; if you or I 
Had ſuch a t-irſt, that we were always dry, 

How much ſoe're we drink, we ſhould be ſure 
To tell the De@or of 't, and ask the cure, 
Now you are rich, yet covet ſtill to gain 
More wealth, Is notthis caſe the very ſame? 

If one ſhould ſay, ſuch Herbs, or ſuch a Conrſe, 
Will cure your wound, if (till your wound grew 
Would you not ceaſe to follow his Advices(worle, 
So you have heard, that he muſt needs be wiſe 
To whom the Gods give Riches, yet you find 
The goods of Fortune have not chang'd your mind. 
And will you (till believe it, fince you know, 

By ſad experience, that it is not ſo? 

If to be Rich could make one wiſe indeed, 
And you wereſure by that means to be freed 
From hurtfil Paffions; then I would allow 
That none ſhould be more Covetoxs than you ; 
Cc} But 
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But fince it canno ſuch effe# produce, 
Let that ſuffice that ſerves for preſent uſe: 
Tf whatT have though ſmall, be mine (as 'tis) 
And what one ſes, in Go ſort 1s his : 
(As the Crv;lians teach) then Orbas field, 
And whatſoever fruit the ſame doth yield, 
Is mine; nay, and his ſervauts too, and all 
He hath, may truly me their Maſter call. 
I give a little: morey, and receive 
Grapes, Poultry, Wine, and what I pleaſe to have, 
Thedifference 1s, I with a ſmall expence 
Buy what he purchas'd with vaſt Sms long fince. 
The Purchaſer of all thoſe fields that lie 
About Aricia, and old Veit, 
Hath not a Sallet of his own 1n troth, 
Nor one ſmall ſtick to warm his ſtale-kept broth, 
But what 1s bought ; only he calls it His 
As far as lics within fuch Boundaries. 
Fond man ! how canſt then call that ſubſtance thins 
Which varies like thy | adow £ One honrs time, 
One flitting hour, alters the property, 
And either death, ſale, force or flattery 
Makes it another mans, For Heirs come on 
As faſt as waves, one ere the other's gone. 
And fince'ris fo, to what intent ſhould I 
Great Farms or Mannors (trive to multiply ? 
Or make new purchaſes ? when as, Alas ! 
Death and the Grave mow down all fleſh like Graſs 3 
Sharing nor high. or low, nor young, nor old, 
Omoucht with Pity, uncorrupt with Gold. 
And while we live, we may live, it we pleaſe, 
Happy and well, without ſuch things as theſe, 
oh | Gems, 
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Gems, Ivory, Marble, Pictures, Plate, rare Cuts, 
Garments like thoſe 1n which the Sophy ſtruts. 
All that make bodies gay, or houſes brave, 
Some have them not, others don't care to have. 
So of two Brothers, one delights to play 
And drink; the other from the break of day 
Till it be dark night, ſpends himſelf with toil, 
Beatingiand burning the hard barren ſoil. 
The only reaſon that they differ thus, 
Proceedeth from a different Genizs ; 
Which is as 'twere a little Deity, 
Preſcribing how to live, and when to die. 
To ſome wrlucky, to ſome Fortunate, 
So con(tituting good or evil Fate. 
For my part, I'm reſolv'd that little wealth 


I have, to uſe, and not to ſtarve my (el. vl 
I will be zoderate, yet Fle not forbear "ul 
Expence, leſt I ſhould grieve mP@greedy Heir, '! 
Or make my Executor think much, to ſee j 


My Inventory (ſpent in Legacy. 
There is diſcretion to be us'd, for he 
Is juſtly tax'd with Prodzgality, 
That vainly waſtes his Fortune; and no leſs 
Is he to be accus'd of Greedineſs, 
Who ſpares his Purſe, more than his Reputation, 
And will not ſpend upon a juſt occaſion. 
But he that hath enoxgh, and thinks it ſo, 
 Toils not for more, nor pines to ſee that go; 
That ſometimes makes a feſtzval, and ſpares 
A day for mirth to looſe the bonds of cares : 
That doth no wrong, and is diſcreetly free, 
That man's indu'd with Liberality. 
Cc 4 Bleſs 
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Bleſs me from Poverty and Sordidneſs ! 
And then be my enjoyments more or lels, 
I'm (till the ſame : To meit matters not, 
Whether I'm carried in a bigger Boat, 
Or in aleſs 3 The middle ſtate's the beſt. 
And mine is ſuch, I neither am oppreltt 
With ſtorms, nor flat at all with calms; my Sails 
Are fill'd with equal and Indifferent Gales: 
For health, wit, vertue, honour, wealth, I'm plact 
Short of the formoſ?, but before the laſt. 

Yet though a man be freed from Avarice, 
That's not enough, if any other Vice 
Be ſuffer'd to bear ſway. What? art thou free 
From pride, and empty Popularity £ 
Art free from raging anger, and the fear 
Of cruel Death, that dreadful Meſſenger £ 
Canſt laugh at ſperſtit;ows fond conceits 
Ot Sprights, Drearws,Omens,all thoſe vulgar cheats? 
Art thankful for thy age that's paſt and gone, 
And being older, art thou better grown ? 

For as it cannot mitigate ones pain, 
To draw one Thorn, whilſt twenty more remain : 
« To hate one Vice is nothing, whilſt the mind 
&« Indulges Vices of another kind. 
« Ontil thor canſt thy life exatly ſrame 
* To Vertuc's paſſion, clon't uſurp the name. 
But having play'd, and eat, and drunk thy ſhare, 
Get home, leſt taking more than thou canſt bear, 
Th'art mock't and bob'd, and juſtled for thy foly, 
By th' Lads whoſe priviledg is to be jolly. 
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F that ſome Painter in a piece ſhould place, 
Uponan Horſes Neck, a Womans Face, 
With feather'd Limbs of Beaſts of a ſeveral kind, 
A Lady fair before, a Fiſh behind; 
Could at the (ight, his Friends to laugh forbear ? 
Believe me, Piſo's, to this piece comes near 
That Book , whoſe ſtile like dreams of fick mens 
No equal form in Head or Tail retains. (brains, 
The Poets and the Painters daring mind, 
Has always equally been unconfin'd : 
We know it, and the Priviledg give and take, Y' 
But yet we mayn't contrary Natures make : 
| To joyn3 as Lamb and Tiger, Bird and Snake. Y 


Some boaſt great things, in their beginnings grave, 
And here and there a ſhining Line they have, 
When that Diana's Altar, or her Wood, 

Or pleaſant Fields incircled by a Flood, - 

| he 
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The River Rhine, the Rainbow they would trace, 
Though in their Poem for them was no place. 
What if perhaps thou canſt a Tree deſign? 
Who hires thee to paint a Wreck, his Coin 
And Hope ſoon looſes: ſome large Jar of Worth 
Why do'ſt deſign, then bring a Pipkin forth ? 
- every thing be ſimple ſtill, and one. 

oft Poets (worthy Sirs ) into errors run, 
Deceiv'd by ſome ſpecious Excellence : 
I would be brief, and grow obſcure from thence. 
Some writing {mooth, want ſtrength, and life the 

while, 

And others ſwell up with a lofty Style. 
This fears a Tempelt, and creeps near the Shore, 
Another ſhews he's not in fancy poor, ; 
A Dolphin draws in Woods, in Waves a Boar. 
Thus, if we Art do want, we ſubject are 
By ſhunning faults, to err through too much care. 
The meaneſt Workman in th* AEmitian School, 
Can Hair,or Nails,in Braſs, Grave with his Tool, 
But ſhews he is a very Bungler ſoon, 
Becauſe he cannot end, what he begun. 
Should I write like this Man, noted ſhould I 
Be for black Hair and Eyes, with Noſe awry. 
Let Writers matter to their ſtrength prepare, 
Weigh'tlong,and try how much tis they can bear, 
Who to his Wit does make a right choice, can't 
Or Language, or perſpicuous Method want. 
As well the Beauty as the Strength of Verſe, 
Rightly's to time the things you do rehearſe, 
Or I'm deceiv'd: What's now to be fet down 
To know, and what is to be let alone Ne 
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Unto ſome other time : This he muſt do, 

Make $kilful choice, who'ld write a Poem true. 

In new-coin'd words be ſparing ; 'tis your praiſe 

From hard unuſual words plain ſenſe to raiſe. 

Bur if need be, when you write things abſtruſe, 

You may unblam'd of new-found terms make uſe; 

But let it be diſcreetly done ; and ſo, 

If unconſtrain'd from Grecian ſprings they flow, 

Your new words may received be. Shall I 

To Virgil or to Vars that deny, 

Which in Crcilzvs or in Plantus we 

Allow'd? , Why for my few envy they Me? 

When what from Enna, and from Cato ſprung, 

Has with new Wordsenrich'd our Mother-tongue? 

It ever was, and ever will be free 

To ſtamp new Words that with the Age agree. 

As we each year Leaves fall from Trees behold, 

Sodaily words decay, with age grow old, 

And a freſh Race flouriſh of later date : 

Both we, and ours are debtors (till to Fate. 

The Lucrine Mole, a work of princely worth, 

Which keeps our Ships ſafe from the bluſtring 
North, 

The Lake now drain'd, where former Ages row'd, 

Yields the Towns Corn, by being plow'd & fow'd, 

Tyber now better taught, has chang'd his courſe, 

Which us'd to ſpoil the Corn, with rapid force. 

All mortal Works ſhall periſh; why ſhould we 

Then hope that Words ſhould have eternity ? 

Ute can raiſe up words long ſince dead and gone, 

And thoſe in Honour now, anon dethrone . C 

The Law and Rule of Speech, is ule alone. 


Homer 
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Homer firſt ſhew'd the world how to reherſe 

Sad Wars,fam'd Captains,and Kings deeds in verſe: 
But who invented ſlender Eleey, 

Doth by Grammarians undecided lie ; 

At firſt made to expreſs our ſad complaint, 
Though fince that time, with it our joys we paint. 
Archilocus Iambicks wrote through rage, 

Which ſort of Verſe1s proper for the Stage : 

For Bus'neſs, and for Dialogre moſt fit, 

And toengage the Peoples noifie Wir. 

The Lyrick Muſe ſings of the Gods above, 

Of Heroes, Victors, Races, Banquets, Love. 

If I obſerve, and know, not Rules to frame, 

Am proud,and ignorant through a ſottiſh ſhame, 
Why am I honor'd with a Poets name ? 

The ſock don't fit the Tragick Muſe at all, 

Nor Tragick (tile fit ſubjeC&ts Comical : 

Let every ſubject have fit time and place; 

Yet Comedy ſometimes its voice may raile : 
(hremes enrag'd rails in a lofty ſtrain, 

Tragedians griev'd in humble ſtile complain, 
Pelews and Telephws baniſh'd, and in want, 

Lay by great Words, and do forget to rant. 

If in your griefs you'd have ſpectators ſhare, 
[Your Poems mult be ſoft, as well as fair, 

To movetheir minds ev'n to what pitch you pleaſe, 
* As others do, we laugh and weep with eaſe : 

To move my grief let's ſee it firſt in thee, 

Then thy misfortune, Pelexs, touches me. | 
It 1]] you act your parts, then I the while, 

Fall faſt aſleep, or at your Folly ſmile. 
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Sad countenance, ſad ſubjetts beſt doth grace, 
And wanton matter beſt, a ſmiling Face. 

Let thoſe who threaten, ſigns of anger have, 
And ſerious things require a look that's grave. 
Nature doth firſt of all with us begin, 

And every change of Fortune forms within. 
She pleaſes with delight, with anger (tings, 

And with fad griet the heavy ſoul ſhe wrings : 
Theſe paſſions are made publick by the tongue, 
But who ſpeaks words that do his F entre 
Is greatly _ at, both by old & young.(wrong 
Obſerve a dittererxe (till in thoſe who ſpeak, 
Whether he be an Afar, or a Greek, 

An Argive, or a Theban, young, or old, 

An honeſt Servant, or a Cheat that's bold, 

A grave rich Lady, or a butic Nurſe, 

An Husbandman, or Merchant in his courſe. 
Let him who wnitcs, or follow Hiſtory, 

Or elle feign things that with themlelves agree. 
Deſcribe Achiles raſh, deipiling harms, 
Impatient, proud, ſcornng all Law but Arms. 
Medea mult be tierce, revengetul, great, 

Let Ino weep, Ixion ſhow deceit : 

Let [6 wander, mak. Oreſtes mad, 

It thou dar'lt ſhow, v#12t yet the Stage neer had, 
And form new Char tc75, let them be ſeen, 
To beat laſt, as hit t!5+:y 11d begin. 

"Tis hard to handl- ſubjets not well known, 
Some Theme ot Homrers better may be thown, 
Upon vhe Stage, tt:41: new things of your own, 
Anothers Theme well you your own may make, 
It you, what's low 3n4 y:i-. i hi, torfake. 


And 
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And word for word your Copy don't tranſlate, 
Nor bound your ſelf, whilſt you do imitate, 

By ſuch ſtrict Laws, when you did firſt begin, 
That you can't decently get out ag'in. 

Nor to begin as did a Poetaſter : 

T ſing a noble War, and Priam's ſad diſaſter. 

This mighty boaſter, what ſhew'd he of worth ? 
The Mountain travell'd, & a Mouſe brought forth, 
How better He, who nc're improper wrote ? 
Muſe ſpeak the man, who after Troy was down, 
Beheld ſtrange Faſhions, Men, and many a Town. 
Not ſmoke from flame,but lightfrom ſmoke to riſe 
He makes, and doth with miracles ſurprize. 

The mighty Cyclops, and Antiphates, 

Scylla, Charibdis, Monſters of the Seas: 

With Leda's Eggs, he don't begin Troy's War, 
Nor ferch Diomedes return, as far 

As Meleager's Death: Nor does he ſtay 

On what is known, but to his ſcope makes way, 
Helets alone the things he can't make ſhine, 

And Truth and Fiction, does ſo well defign, 
. Thar all the parts in one fair piece do joyn. 

Hear what the Auditors and I require, 

If to fit out the Play, thoudo'ſt delire 

One ſhould, and ſtay until the Curtain fall, 
Takenotice of the Cuſtoms then of all : 

To every Agethere is a Tribute due. 

A Child at firſt does childiſh things purſue, 

Idly each hour a changed mind doth ſhew, 

Is quickly pleas'd, and ſoon does angry grow, 
Th unbearded Youth, when from his Tutor free, 
Loves Horſes, Dogs, and manly Sports to ſee. 
Hating 
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Hating reproof; like wax, he yields to vice, 
Cares not for profit, and does Coin deſpiſe, 

Is proud and fickle: In our riper years, 

Our minds are chang'd, and we have other cares: 
Then after Honour, Friend(bip, Wealth, we range, 
Strive to be fixt, and labour not for change. 

A thouſand ills, an old man do beſet, 

Who dares not uſe the Riches he doth get: 

Full of delay, does every thing in fear, 

Hopes, and defires, ſtil] to live longer here ; 
Moroſe,complaining,cenſuring the Age;doth praiſe 
The long paſt follies of his youthful days. 

The many Goods, our flowing years bring in, 
Decaying life bears from us, back ag'in. 

Let every Age fit correſpondence hold, 

Men muſt not a& Boys parts, nor young Men old, 
Some we lee acted, ſome things only hear, 
TheSoul's moreſ{lowly moved, through the Ear, 
Than through the Eyes, whilſt they are looking on. 
Some things improper are to be ſeen done, 

Yet thoſe things, which you may not well behold, 
May in good Language, on the Stage be told. 

Let not Medea kill her children there, 

Nor Atrexs his humane Feaſt prepare : 

Proene nor Cadmws, turn to Bird or Snake, 
Things paſt belief ſeen, hated never take. 

Nor more nor leſs than five Acts, give your Play, 
If you would have it laſt, beyond one day. 

Bring not a God in, doing what is mean; 

And Jet but three at onceſpeak in a Scene. 

The Chor#s muſt the Actors parts maintain, 
Favour good Men,and for them Friends mult gain: 
Love 
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Love ſuch, who of great Crimes do ſtand in awe, 

Sobriety, fair Juſtice, Peace, and Law: 

Hide faults, and to the Gods ſhould pray aloud, 

To help the wretched, and depreſs the proud, 

Between the As, there muſt be nothing ſung, 

But what doth aptly to the Play belong. 

The ſlender pipe (not then with Silver bound 

Nor did it loudly like the Trumpet ſound) 

Fitted the Chorws, with its few degrees, 

And did the thin, and {lender Audience pleaſe, 

Who were but few, and eafily numbred then, 

But were all chaſt, frugal, and modeſt men, 

But as our Conqueſts, and our City grew, 

Unlicens'd Plays and Feaſts increaſed too, C 

The Muſick, Scenes, and Meaſures became new. 

How could th' unlearn'd, or the laborious drudg, 

Mixt with the honeſt Citts, of Wit be judg ? 

Rich Cloaths and graceful aCting of their part, 

And Muſick added were, to their old Art. 

New Tunes, and moving Notes, ſprung up from 
thence, 

Unwonted Language, flowing Eloquence, 

Which did Divine, and uſeful Truths forete], 

As ever came from Delphick Oracle. 

They who at firſt did Tragedy begin, 

For vile Rewards, brought naked Satyrs 1n, 

And with the Tragick Gravity, mixt Jets, 

When they perceiv'd, that after Wine and Feaſts, 

Such pleaſant, and ſuch various tricks as thele, 

Were grateful, and the lawleſs Rout did pleaſe: 

But yet they did not Tragedy fo abuſe, 

When they their Farce did with 1t introduce. 

Nor 


Horace, of the Art of Poetry. 


Nor tari their ſerious part to ridicule, 

To make their God, or Heroe play the Fool, 
Whom they in Gold and Purple, ſhew'd in ſtate; 
To ad, and like a ſimple Taplter prate : 

Nor whilſt they ſtrove low meanneſs thus to (hun, 
Did they puftupto airy Notions run : 

For Tragedy ſhould be as much averſe, 

To mix with all the lightneſs of a Farce, 

As a grave Matron, ſhould be to be (cen; 
Dancing *mong Satyrs petulant and mean; 

If I write Satyrs Piſo, Fde not love 

Uncomely Phraſe, or Baudy words approve ; 

Nor would I fo debale the tragick ſtyle, 

As not to care, what perſons ſpeak the while, 
Whether it Pythias, Comick Davws be, 

Or grave Silenus, fit for Tragedy. 

With h&ion, you a known Truth may purſue, 
That other men, may hope to write like you, 
Perſuade themſelves, labour, and try in vain ; 
Such method, and ſuch order may remain, 

In vulgar things. If me a Judg they make, 

The Satyrs, which from the wild Woods they take, 
Muſt not like Orators, or Courtiers ſpeak : 

Nor ſhould their ſpeech be wanton, or unclean, 
Nor impudent, offenſive, or obſcene. 

Though the poor rabble Rout this may commend, 
Such Language will the better ſort offend, 

The Audience hobling Verle at firlt did praife, 
And were fo kind as to beſtow the Bays, 

A Verſe which quickly paſſed off the Tongue, 
Till a more grave came in of fix foot long z 
Alike at firſt and long it hasnot bin, 

Since Spondees , with Tambicks mixt, came in, 
Rendring the Verſe more ſolid to the ear, 

But ne're in fourth or ſecond place appear. 

Ennivs and Accixs in their tragick Muſe, 


The ITambick foot in Verſe did rarely utc, 
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If on the Stage, dull heavy lines appear, 
They're made in haſic, and without Art, or Care. 
By cvery Judg a Pocms Fault's not view'd, 

And too much Licenſe Pocts are allow'd. 

Bur ſhall I therefore Plays at rand: m write? 

Or think my faults expos'd toeach man's light, 
Ard hope for pardon? Though the Blame I ſhun, 
Praiſe 1 deſervenot, for what's not well done. 
L et Greek examples till be in your fight, 

Read them by day, and think on them at night : 
To hear old Plautns Jelis they're wont to fit, 
With too much patience (it not want of wit) 
Praiſe and admire his Vere, it you or I 
What's plcaſant Wit. from Rudencſs can deſcry, 
Or by the ear, true ſounds of Verſes try. 

Once Tragely was rude. and without Art, 
When *twas by Theſis carried in a Cart ; 
Acting and finging they abr ut did ride, 

W-th Lecs of Wine, ' havizg their Faces dy'd. 
Viard- and Cloaths then A ſchylus brought in, 
And vas the firit that di a Stage begin; 
Taught them to ſpeak, with a more lofty Muſe 
To tread the tage, and Buskins how to uſc : 
Much prais'd old ” omedy (ucceeded next, 

TW her Licertiouſncfs the Rulers vext, 
Forcing, them to provide againſt the wrong, 

By Laws. rettraining her abuſive Torgue. 

Our Pocts too, have lett no way untry'd ; 

Nor (hould our praiſes be tothem deny'd, 

Who durſt out of the Greeks road deviate, 

And our domettick Actions celebrate, 

Whettcr in Tragick or in Comick ſtyle, 

Nor would our Country be more fam'd, the while, 
For Arms and V:rtue, than for Eloquence, 

If pains and care gave Pocts no offence, 

But you of Nzma's Royal Blood, refuſe 

Th unpertc&, carclcſs, and unpoliſh'd Muſe, 
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Demoecritzs believed (for his part) 

That Wit was much more fortunate than Art; 
And ſober Writers thought not worthy Fame, 
Many tnere are, to gain a Poets Name, 

Nor (have, nor pair their nayls, clean Baths they ſhun, 
Retire, and into hiding places run, 

Ne'er trim their Heads; which all the Hellebore 

In Anticyra can't to wit reſtore, 

Fool that Iam, in Spring I purge my Spleen, 
From n-'ne elfe better Poems had been feen. 

Bur *tis no matter, *tis not worth all that, 

I'm like the ttone that whets, and cannot cur. 
Though I my (elf write nothing, yet to you 

I wilt the Duty of a Poet ſhew : 

From whence the Poct doth his Treaſure take, 
What doth improve, and what a Poet make, 
What's tit. what's not, what's good, what's ill, Fl] tell, 
For judgment is the ground of writing well. 
Philoſophy will proper ſubjects ſhow, 

And ht words then molt catily will flow ; 

He only proper CharaCters, and true, 

Can write, who knows what to cach perſon's due, 
Who underltands what he to's Country owes, 

The love of Friends, Parents, and Kindred knows : 
Who knows the Judges, ond the States-man's Art, 
And what bclongs to a great Caprains part. 
Mens Lives, and Manners I:t the Poet view, 

From them he belt may draw his Copies true, 
Sometimes a Play, with Characters well plac'd, 
Elſe with no Art, or Elegancy grac'd, 

Shall pleaſe the Audience, and delight (hall raiſe, 
More than tine, ſhallow, rhiming, trifling Plays. 
The Greeks had Wit, their Eloquence did move, 
For nothing they ſo much as praiſe did love. . 
{ Our Youthas ſoon as they can things diſcern, 
Mind gain, Numbers, and to keep Shop-books learn, 
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The Ufurer boaſts when he his-Child doth ſee 
Skill'd in all FraQtions, and the Rule of Three, 
When P..unds, and Ounces he divides, My Son 
He crycs , I ſee that thou wilt keep thine own. 
Can we believe theſe Souls, with ruſt imbu'd, 
Who from their youth their Uſury purſu'd ? 

Will ever Plays, or Poems to us give, 

Deſcrving Fame, and worthy till to live ? 

Poets ſhould cither profit or delight, 

Or both ; ht Rules, with what is pleaſant, write. 
Let all your precepts be ſuccinaly ſhown, 

That (o they ſoon may to quick Wits be knewn, 
And þe retaincd in their memory : 

Superfluous things will ſoon forgotten be. 

Fet pleaſing fiftions near to Truth remain 3 a 


Think not to make us credit all you feign, 

Nor (hew an caten Child alive again. 

Old men for none but moral Plays do care, 

Young Gallants care not-for what is auſtere, 

But he'l pleaſe both, and hit their humors right, * 

Who can inſtructions mingle with delight, > 
By pleaſing men, to Vertue them incite. 

Such Books will moncy yield, Beyond-Secas live, 

And to their Author's Fame eternal give. 

Some faults there are which may a pardon find, 

A ſtring fornetimes won't ſound unto our mind, 

What we'd have grave proves (hrill, and ſounds not right, 
An Archer always does not hit the Whice. 

When much good ſtuff I in a Poem (ee, 

For a few Faults I'le not offended be, 

When ſuch, as negligence did not commit, 

But axe the helpleſs faults of Humane Wit. 

Yet he who often warn'd, no care will take, 

But writing Books, ſtill the ſame faults doth make, 
Deſervcs no pardon, but is laught at, like 

An Harper that's ſtill out, when he ane ſtring doth ſtrike. 
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I ſmiling wonder, and am angry too, 
Toſce a ſcribling Fop his Faults purſue, 
With two or three good Lines, *mong all his bad. 
Sometimes indeed Homer himſclt may nod. 

In a long tedious work, ſome faults may creep, 
An Author then may be allow'd to ſleep. 

Poems like Pi&ures are, ſome nearer hand 

Pleaſe belt, and ſome it further off you ſtand : 
This loves the dark, this is beſt ſeen 1n light, 

And does not fear the ſubtle Criticks fight : 

Some once, and ſome a thouſand times delight. 
Piſo, though by experience wile you are, 

And can write well, taught by your Father's care, 
Yet Sir remember this, and think of it, 

Some things of mediocrity admit, 

A Counſellor, or Pleader at the Bar, 

Short of Meſſala's Eloquence, by far, 

And though he wants Caſſellins Wit, and Skill, 
Yet this indifferent Lawyers valued till : 

But neither Gods, nor men, did e're conſent, 
That there ſhould Poets be indifferent. 

Bad Muſick, and ill-ſcented Fumes at Feaſts, 
Much better ſpar'd, ſerve but t* offend the Gueſts 3 
So any Poem brought to tealt the mind, 

Is till the beſt, or worſt thing in its kind. 

He that can't Fence, Run, Wreſtle, Dance, refrains, 
Leſt trying hebe laugh'd at, for his pains: 

But yet the ignorant dares Verſes write, 

Why not? He cryes, I am a Lord, or Koight, 
Am vertuous, and have wealth. But Piſo you 
Will againſt Nature nothing ſay, or do, 

So great's your Prudence, and your Judgment too. 
But it hereafter you ſhould chance to write, 

Let Critick Metis of it firſt have light, 

Your Father, and my ſelf, e're 't come to light. 
Whilſt it lies by, your work you may amend 3 
But words you can't recal, which forth you ſend. 
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That ſacred Poet Orpheus the Divine, 

From ſavage wildneſs. firſt did men iacline, 

And them trom Blood, and brutiſh litc diſſuade ; 

Lions, and Tigres, thus to tame he's faid, 

And thus Amphion's (aid to draw along 

Tt. tones of Thebes, with his moving ſong, 

This Wiſdom once in Poets did remain, | 


Things ſacred they could (ever from profane, 

Publick trom private; lawlcſs luſts reſtrain. 

By Mairiag,. Rites, and Cities they could build, 

And publicx Laws unto the People yield. 

Thus Divinc Foccs got themſclvesa name, 

And nonour: and their Verles lalting Fame, 

Fam'd * /omer then, and Tyrtexs's Mulc, 

Did niartial men. with warlike thoughts infulc, 

The Mu es Moral precepts did rehearſe, 

And facrcd Oraclcs then ſpake in Verſe ; 

Kings to the Viruſes tor: have proved kind, 

And torctrcth tne labours of their mind, 

Plays were found out : Be not alhamed then, 

Piſo to own, what's us'd by Gods and Men. 

But you may ask, which has the greateſt part 

In making Foets, Nature alone, or Art ? 

What Art can do without a vein of: Wit, 

Or {imple wit, without the help of it, . 
I cannot ſee : Both make the Poet hit. 

He who intends to gain the wilh'd for prize, 

Young and betimes, much toil and labour tries, 

Is troze with cold, and then he {weats with pains, 

And both from Wine and Women he abſtains : 

And : «+ Mutitian &re to Plays was brought, 

Who had not been tirlt by fome Maſter taught 3 

But cvery Scribler bualting now adays, 

Cries out, that he writcs admirable Plays 3 

He thinks it ſhame to lag behind the reſt, 
But that he never learnt ſha'n't be confeſt, 


Tradeſmen for Cuſtom ſend about their Cryers, 
And a rich Poet a clapping Audience hires : 

He can a (upper make, and help to boot, 

A poor man out of his intangled ſuit. 

It were a wonder it this man ſhould know, 
Whether his flattering Fricnd {peaks truth or no, 
Whether you Bribe or not, yet have a care, 

Read not your Verſes to a Flatterer z 

He*l wonder, weep for joy, (tamp, clap, conſent, 
And cry all's good, right, better, excellent. 

As thoſe who're hir'd at Funerals to weep, 

Much more ado, than the true Mourners keep. 

So till a Flatterer ſeems-much niore mov'd, 

Than a true Fricnd, of whom you are belov'd. 
Some Kings, to know, thoſe whom they did defign 
For Friends, firſt ply'd thera with tull Cups of Wine 
So if. you Verſes write, be fre you lee, 

By a flattering Fox, you ne er deceived be. 

It you to YVarxs (ſhould your Verſes (hew, 

Hc'd fay mend this my Friend, and this : It you 
Should ſay yom could not, and had try'd in vain, 
He'd bid you blot them out, and write again. 

But if he found you worild your faults defend, 

On you more words in vain he would not [pend, 
But without Rival leave you and retire 

That you might your own elf, and works alone admire. 
A wile and prudent man, who is your Friend 
Will your ill artleſs Verſes reprehend ; 

The harſh, and untrimm'd with his pen he'l note, 
From others their redundant trimmings cut, 

Make you give light, to what he finds obſcure, 

., And render all that is ambiguous clear : 

He'l mark, corre&, and yet he will not cry, 

Fle not for trifles grieve my Friend, notl 

Theſe trifles make tor ſerious miſchiefs room, 
When flatter'd, you ridiculous become, 
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' For wiſe men from  ſenſleſs Poet run, 4 
Him as the Plague, Diſeaſe, or Madneſs ſhun ; 
Whilſt by boys follow'd, and the heedleſs Rout. 
If this proud Fool belching his Verſes out, 
And like ſome Fowler, hoping Daws to get, 
Not minding's way ſhould fall into a pit, 
Long might he cry tor help, ere that a rope 
They'd fling down to him, for to help him up ; 
For they might think he wiltully went in, 
And therefore would not be helpt out ag'in. 
How the Sicilian Poet dy'd Vie tell, 
Who to be thought a God, went quick to Hell, 
Empedocles in a cold ht (it ſeems) 
To Atna ran, and leaptintoits Flames. 
Let wilful Poets periſh if they will, 
Toſave ſuch is as bad, as *tisto kill, 
Could you draw out this Man alive ag in, 
He'd be the fame Man, andagain leap in 
+ Nor would this trom him love of Fame expel, 
What made this man make Verſes I can't tell; 
Whether head robb'd his Fathers Tomb, or had 
Committed Inceſt, or forme Crime as bad : 
But certainly ſuch. Poets are as mad 
As raging Bears got looſe, whilſt they recite 
Their Works, and leamn'd and unlearn'd put to flight : 
To thole they {cize, like Leeches faſt they cleave, 
Will burſt; or kill them e're they'l reading leave. 


